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BROTHERMAN! 

LAUGH  IF  U  CAN. 

THEY 

WANT  US 

TU  CELEBRATE * 

ALL  THE  HATE. 

THEY 
WANT  US 

TU  RELIVE  THEIR  PAST * 
AND  FORGET  ABOUT  OURS. 

THEY 
WANT  US 

TU  TAP  TAP  DANCE  DANCE 

WITH  RHYTHM 

LIKE 

THEIR 

FRED  ASTAIR. 

SHOOT  BASKETS 
WITH  DEADLY  AIM 
WITH  BOTH 
HANDS. 

RUN 

CONSISTENT 

TOUCHDOWNS 

WITH  NIGGER  SPEED. 

HIT  HOMERUNS 
WITH  POWER, 

LIKE  BABE. 


AND  FILL 
THEIR  POCKETS 
WITH 

ALMIGHTY  MONEY. 


BROTHERMAN! 

REMEMBER  IF  U  CAN. 

LITTLE  ROCK, 

BIRMINGHAM, 

GREENSBORO, 

SELMA. 

WA  TTS, 

HARLEM, 

DETROIT, 

CHICAGO, 

MEMPHIS, 

AND  ATTICA. 

BROTHERMAN! 

REMEMBER  IF  YOU  CAN. 

MARTIN, 

MALCOM, 

MEDGAR, 

FRED, 

MARK, 

GEORGE, 

ANGELA, 

AND  JOANN. 

BROTHERMAN! 

CELEBRATE  IF  U  CAN 
CELEBRATE  IF  U  CAN. 

TU  CELEBRATE, 

ALL  THE  HATE. 

TU  RELIVE  THEIR  PAST, 

AND  FORGET  ABOUT  OURS. 

2  DEMETRIS  HARRIS 


U  TOLD  ME  AND  MY  BROTHERS 
ABOUT  YOUR  DREAM 

HOW  PEACE  WAS  YOUR  GOAL 

U  TOLD  ME  AND  MY  BROTHERS 
U  CARED 

FOR  OUR  CHILDREN 
YET  TU  COME 

HOW  OUR  GOING 
WAS  FOR  THEIR  SAKE 
AND  THEIR  SAKE  ALONE 

U  TOOK  US  IN 

AND  WEIGHED 

OUR  BODIES  DOWN 

WITH  YOUR  WEAPONS  OF  WAR 

AND  U  TRY  ED 

DESPERA TELY 

TU  CONDITION  OUR  MINDS 

TU  THINK 

YOUR  THOUGHTS 

BUT 

YOUR  QUEST  FOR  PEACE 
TOOK  AWAY  MY  BROTHERS 
AND  MADE  MY  RIDE  BACK 
A  LONELY  ONE 

MY  MIND 
STILL  LINGERS 
ON  WHAT 

U  TOLD  ME  AND  MY  BROTHERS 

YOUR  WORDS 

ARE  STILL  WITH  ME 

BUT 

MY  BROTHERS  ARE  NOT 

DEMETRIS  HARRIS 


andrija  boljevic 
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Our  Hearts  in  June 


In  June  we'll  love  the  whole  wide  world 
And  all  the  flowers  too. 

But  Jim,  when  it  comes  to  human  love 
My  heart  belongs  to  you. 

In  every  ray  of  sunshine,  and 
In  every  petal  bright 

We’ll  whisper  our  good  morning  and 
We’ll  say  our  sweet  good  night. 

My  lips  are  yours  and  your  soft  eyes 
Are  all  I  want  to  see. 

And  in  your  loving  arms  I  hold 
My  every  memory. 

I  hope  the  answer  in  your  heart 
Beneath  the  sun  and  moon 

Is  that  you’ll  be  mine  forever  dear, 

This  happy  day  in  June. 

c.w.  arnold 

It  is  the  time  for  wedding  bells 
And  loving  hearts  that  blend, 

With  hopes  and  dreams  to  last  forever 
In  our  vows  that  will  never  end. 


So  I  offer  you  my  happy  heart, 
As  long  as  I  may  live. 


# 323 


Grendl’s  out  on  the  fen 
banging  out  the  Emperor  Waltz 
in  4:4  time 

on  a  Smith-Corona  portable 

which  is  pretty  remarkable 

considering  he’s  doing  it  with  only  one  hand 

JEFF  ROSENSTEIN 


INSANITY  OF  A  CHICAGO  SNOB 


Boston  fern 

In  the  dining  room. 

White  shag  carpet 
In  the  bathroom. 

Chateau  La  Salle 
In  the  refrigerator 
(at  all  times). 

Pucci  scarves 

Draped  nonchalantly 

(Anywhere  people  might  see  them). 

Current  copy  of  Vogue 

On  the  coffee  table. 

Fancy  catalogued  underwear 
(What  if 

I  were  in  an  accident?) 

Even 

A  rich  doctor 
On  the  sofa; 

I  have  always 
Sought  the  best 
In  what  I  wanted 

Tomorrow 

I’ll  buy  foundations 

From  Carson  Pirie  Scott, 

Then  jump  off  the  top 
Of  the  Sears  Tower 

DEBBIE  SMULSKI 


d.  sweet 


OLD  MOMMA 


Her  mouth  stretching 
wide  as  holes  in  her  nylons, 
momma  swells 
“The  TVs  gone  haywire.’’ 

She’s  built  of  cheap  tenny  shoes 
safety  pinned  dresses 
and  I  complain 

about  her  ten  year  old  blue  sweater. 

Her  bulging  tongue, 
like  leg  fat 
is  spilling  out, 

“It’s  haywire,  I  tried  everything.’’ 


WILLIAM  J.  GOODMAN 
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After  the  last  blade  of  grass  is  mown  down 
and  slabbed  over, 
groundhogs  will  die 
for  lack  of  clover. 

Then  who  will  tell  us  when  winter  is  over? 

EAT 


You  send  messages  by  the  trees 
who  lend  them  to  the  wind, 
in  hopes  they  will  find  me. 

And  they  do. 

But  why  must  they  always 
come  from  the  wind? 

Why  not  from  you, 

whom  I’ve  never  seen 

Only  your  whispering  sweet  messages 

found  in  the  wind, 

like  dreams  in  the  night. 

y  EAT 


If  you  love  someone, 
tell  them. 

They  may  not  know. 

Not  every  plant  that  grows 
bares  a  flower, 

and  in  winter  who  can  know? 

EAT 


coming  in 
and  going  out 

that’s  what  my  life’s 
all  about 
every  day’s 
a  repetition 
and  such  a  thing’s 
a  bad  condition 
to  be  in 

coming  in 
and  going  out’s 
enough  to  make  me 
want  to  shout 
is  there  no  change 
to  make  a  day 
different 

in  some  little  way 
everything  i  do 
I’ve  done 
everyplay  I  go 
I’ve  been 
and  all  I  ever  get 
is  bored 

and  still  the  thing  goes  on 
and  on 
indefinitely 
as  I  go 
in  and  out 
coming  in 
and  going  out 

that’s  what  my  life’s 
all  about 

JEFF  ROSENSTEIN 


The  sky  is  hinting  at  snow, 
the  wind  whispering  winter, 
the  trees  bend  their  heads  together 
to  discuss  this  years  fashions  of  fall 
“It’s  nude,  you  know.  .  .’’ 

And  they  all  slip  their  summer  frocks 
to  the  ground, 

who  wears  everyones  “Hand-me-downs’’. 

EAT 


BECAUSE  VISITORS  BRING  SNOW 


At  gramma’s 
newspapers 
are  kitchen  rugs 


First  snowfall  whispers  hello- 
still  so  white  and  virgin. 

Her  beauty  is  almost  painful. 


where  relatives 
pound  melting  snow 
before  entering 


She.  .  . 

So  very  young  and  silent 


other  living  rooms. 

Later 

gramma  bends  to  squeeze 

together  the  papers 
for  the  wastebasket, 
unable  to  see 

the  news  stories 
imprinted  on  the  linoleum 
from  once  standing  company. 

WILLIAM  J.  GOODMAN 


I.  .  . 

knowing  what  she’ll  become 
Dares  me  now  to  grasp 
this  perfect  moment  in  my  hand 
and  feel  it  slowly  melt  away.  .  .  . 

BETTY  BRECKLING 


gary  scheidt 


SOMEDAY,  IT  WILL  ALL  BE  GONE 


It  is  a  lonely  day.  The  snow  falls  intermittently.  The  wind 
blows  from  the  North.  The  snow  that  is  on  the  ground  muffles 
the  sound  of  everyday  life.  At  best,  the  day  is  cheerless. 

We,  my  friend  and  I,  are  looking  for  something  to  do.  He 
will  be  around  town  for  only  a  few  hours.  I  want  to  show  him 
something  that  he  could  remember  the  area  by.  There  seems 
to  be  no  place  to  go. 

“What  do  you  want  to  do?’’  he  asks. 

“Don’t  know,”  I  answer,  “nothing  to  do.” 

We,  my  friend  I  just  begin  to  drive.  I  wanted  to  take  him  to 
a  nice  place. 

“Where  are  we  going?”  he  asks. 

“Don’t  know,”  I  answer. 

So  we  drive.  We,  my  friend  and  I,  join  the  countless  others 
on  the  highway.  We  drive  east.  The  snow  swirls  around  the 
car  like  bees  around  a  hive.  The  sky  is  dark  and  menacing. 
We  have  a  cigarette. 

At  last,  the  lake  comes  into  view.  The  horizon  is  in  a  turmoil 
of  black  and  gray  clouds  and  the  wind  blows  fiercely  from  the 
North.  The  snow,  driven  by  the  mighty  North  wind,  stings  our 
faces.  We,  my  friend  and  I,  walk  west  along  the  beach. 

“Where  are  we  going?”  he  asks  again.  He  is  answered  by 
the  howling  wind  and  blinding  snow.  We  walk  along  the 
beach,  occasionally  slipping  on  some  ice  that  is  hidden  by  the 
fallen  snow.  The  lake,  deep  green  and  angry,  lashes  the 
already  frozen  shoreline  with  walls  of  water,  making  the  scene 
even  more  desolate. 

As  we  walk  along,  we  my  friend  and  I,  came  upon  a  sign 
that  says:  NOTICE  -  No  trespassing  on  this  property  under 
penalty  of  the  law.  “What  law?”  I  think  to  myself.  Trees,  with 
branches  bare,  stand  like  old  sailors  keeping  watch  upon  the 
sea,  while  the  wind  drifts  snow  over  the  trunks.  We  have  a 
cigarette. 

“Why  is  this  part  of  the  beach  different  than  the  other 
part?”  asks  my  friend.  “Who  knows,”  I  murmur,  my  voice 
lost  in  the  bitter  North  wind,  “maybe 

Then  my  friend  begins  to  tell  me  about  how  no  one  cares  in 
the  world.  How  people  don’t  enjoy  things  anymore.  All  I  can 
do  is  nod  in  agreement.  His  final  words  are  lost  in  the  North 
wind  that  seems  to  dislike  our  very  presence. 

“Let  us  go  up  here,”  I  say,  pointing  to  a  dune.  We,  my 
friend  and  I,  climb  the  gently  sloping  hill  which  is  covered  by 
long,  finger-like  blades  of  brown  grass.  Once  on  top  of  the 
mound,  we  see  many  other  dunes.  Some  of  the  valleys 
between  the  dunes  are  narrow,  some  quite  wide.  All  are  cov¬ 
ered  with  trees  and  bushes.  We  slide  down  the  side  of  the  hill, 
carefully  picking  our  way  through  the  ragged  bushes.  We  walk 
until  we  come  to  a  solitary  pine,  standing  alone  among  the 
various  bushes,  oaks,  and  cottonwoods.  Though  the  wind 
whistles  through  the  barren  treetops,  down  here,  in  the  valley, 
all  is  quiet.  Down  here,  the  snow  falls  gently.  My  friend 
complains.  His  feet  are  cold.  I  say  nothing. 


We  climb  another  dune.  This  one  is  much  steeper  than  the 
other.  Hurriedly  we  clamber  down  the  opposite  side  to  escape 
the  biting  North  wind.  We,  my  friend  and  I,  come  across  a  set 
of  old  railroad  tracks.  They  lead  nowhere.  The  naked  trees  and 
bushes  shiver  in  the  cold.  An  old  sign  says  “Danger”  -  it  has 
already  passed.  Garbage  -  twisted  steel,  mangled  bands, 
rusted  wheels,  and  other  rubbish  litters  the  area.  “Progress,” 

I  mutter  aloud.  My  friend  does  not  respond.  A  rabbit  jumps 
from  under  our  feet  and  dashes  to  safety. 

More  junk.  We,  my  friend  and  I,  silently  trek  through  the 
bushes  and  man-made  obstacles.  The  area  looks  like  the  burial 
place  of  a  steel  pharaoh,  with  gifts  of  crumbled  steel,  beer 
cans,  and  whiskey  bottles  adorning  the  tomb. 

We,  my  friend  and  I,  climb  another  dune.  The  long  brown 
grass  is  matted  down  along  the  sides  of  the  hill  by  the  wind 
and  snow.  The  wind  seems  to  put  the  grass  to  sleep.  Through 
the  murky  silence  comes  the  sounds  of  the  unseen  mill  clang, 
grind,  boom.  A  bird  forlornly  calls. 

Several  sea  gulls  defiantly  fly  overhead  in  the  face  of  the 
stinging  North  wind.  They  seem  motionless  in  the  air  -  floating 
in  the  wind.  They  cry  wistfully  for  the  wind  and  snow  to  cease. 
They  do  not.  More  discarded  trash.  Bushes,  with  their  naked 
branches  in  a  blood  -  red  hue,  bend  and  sway  mournfully  in 
the  relentless  North  wind. 

We,  my  friend  and  I,  climb  to  the  top  of  another  ridge.  Oh, 
how  the  wind  howls!  It  seems  to  resent  trespassers  in  its  do¬ 
main.  The  snow  swirls  and  thickens  around  us.  We  decide  to 
go  on  for  a  while.  We  slide  down  the  side  of  the  dune. 

We,  my  friend  and  I,  find  ourselves  in  the  midst  of  a  small 
pine  grove.  The  pines,  with  their  deep  green  breaking  the 
stark  monotony  of  brown  and  white,  are  covered  with  a  light 
sprinkling  of  snow.  We  walk  over  a  frozen  pond.  Overhead  the 
wind  rushes,  but  here  in  the  valley,  all  is  calm.  Large  snow¬ 
flakes  fall  and  gently  caress  our  noses  and  cheeks.  The  bushes 
on  the  sides  of  the  dunes  look  like  a  man’s  beard.  They  rustle 
slightly  as  we  pass  by,  seemingly  asking  each  other  about  the 
intruders. 

Suddenly,  just  as  if  the  gods  commanded,  the  snow  ceases 
and  the  brutal  North  wind  diminishes.  The  bushes  stop  sway¬ 
ing  and  straighten.  Sea  gulls  fly  overhead.  A  bird  talks  to  his 
neighbor.  As  we  look  west,  the  previously  hidden  mills  come 
into  view.  The  mills,  harsh  and  dehumanizing,  seem  beautiful. 

“It’s  time  to  go,”  my  friend  says. 

A  strange  quiet  rests  over  the  entire  area.  We,  my  friend 
and  I,  survey  some  of  the  garbage  and  some  of  the  sights  we 
have  seen.  It  seems  that  man  can  undo  nature  in  such  a  short 
time,  but  nature  cannot  undo  man,  no  matter  how  hard  she 
tries.  We  have  a  cigarette.  The  sky  begins  to  clear. 

“It’s  time  to  go,”  my  friend  says  as  he  stomps  his  feet  im¬ 
patiently. 

“One  day  this  will  all  be  gone,”  I  said.  “People  do  not  en¬ 
joy,  people  destroy.”  I  wait  for  a  response  though  I  do  not  ex¬ 
pect  one. 

“It’s  time  to  go.” 

“Some  people  just  do  not  see  -  they  do  not  want  to  see,”  I 
said,  hoping  he  would  want  to  stay  for  a  while. 

“It’s  time  to  go,”  he  said,  even  more  impatiently. 

“Some  people  just  do  not  care.” 

“It’s  time  to  go,”  he  answered. 

I  look  over  the  dunes,  the  bushes  and  grass  covering  their 
sides,  the  naked  trees  and  green  pines  dominating  the  valleys, 
the  frozen  water,  the  snow,  the  litter.  I  put  out  my  cigarette. 

“It’s  time  to  go,”  I  said. 

TOM  MAHALIK 
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When  man  devastates 
Nature 

Nature  devastates  man 


ANON. 


THE  STATE  OF  CAROLINA 


SUNDAY  PORCH 


I. 

There  was  a  time  one  night 
When  I  wanted  to  catch  some  moonlight 
So  I  drove  and  drove  and  drove 
I  drove  through  droves! 

The  headlights’  everpresent  glare 
Was  fixed  upon  my  sight 

In  my  search  for  what  was  holy; 

In  my  search  for  what  was  right, 

I  passed  through  many  passageways 
I  traversed  many  states 

II. 

It  is  difficult  to  describe  what  happened 
When  I  entered  the  State  of  Carolina 
My  soul  leapt  alive 
As  I  crossed  the  border 
Carolina  had  the  heat 
Carolina  had  the  rivers 
Everything  I  wanted 
Was  in  Carolina 

In  Carolina  was  my  first  feeling 
Of  life  and  youth 
And  I  loved  Carolina 
North  and  South 

III. 

Carolina  is  a  woman;  Carolina  is  a  girl 
Carolina’s  eyes  are  blue  and  green 
And  brown  and  black  and  yellow 
Between  Carolina’s  eyes 
Are  two  deep  clefts 
She  says  they  are  there 

Because  she  has  cried  so  much 
The  State  of  Carolina  is  like  a  peninsula 
Only  weakly  connected  to  the  mainland 
I  was  the  only  citizen 
In  the  State  of  Carolina 

IV. 

One  day  I  asked  Carolina 
“Why  don’t  you  cast  off  from  the  mainland, 
And  come  with  me?” 

She  said  “But  before  I  knew  you, 

I  was  going  to  Atlantis” 

As  I  could  not  bear  the  burden 

Carolina  was  no  longer  my  perfection 
I  became  callous  and  uncaring 
To  Carolina  and  her  friends 
The  laws  of  Carolina  stated- 

1.  Ye  shall  be  patient. 

2.  Ye  shall  not  take  without  giving. 

3.  Ye  shall  not  be  cruel  to  any  living  thing. 

I  had  broken  each  law 
In  the  State  of  Carolina 
My  punishment  was  exile 

V. 

I  don’t  care  what  is  holy 
What  is  wrong  or  what  is  right 
I  wish  Carolina  would 
Come  to  me,  come  to  me  tonight 
Or  vanish,  vanish  from  my  sight 
All  I  can  do  is  keep  on  driving 
Pursuing  the  moonlit  night 


It  is  after  dinner 
And  another  August 
Of  our  lives: 

We  sit  in  empty  rockers 
As  before, 

As  before, 

And  between  the  damp 
And  heavy  dreams 
Of  fries 

And  salted  pork 
Urge  on 
A  marvelous 
And  older  quarrel 
Than  we  would  care 
To  recognize: 

Flowers  spring 
From  tangled  vines, 

Railings  peel 

With  scrawls 

Of  other-summer  loves, 

Flagstones 

Wear  out  welcoming 

Down  to  the  clay-stunned 

River  road: 

Soon  the  stars 
Come  on, 

And  then, 

With  only  metal  twinge 
Of  an  old  screen  door 
To  tell, 

We  leave  one  hour  after  one 

Up  the  dusted  stairs 

To  attics 

Just  barely 

Less  fantastic 

Than  our  lives. 

CHARLES  TINKHAM 


chivalry  ’76 


Leaning  from  her  upstairs  apartment  window, 
she  calls  to  me, 

a  hankerchief  scarf— not  peaked  hat  chiffon- 
embracing  her  hair. 

I  holier  back,  hey,  hi 
and  continue  away 
and  cannot  do  more  for  her, 
because  she  is  no  way  a  damsel 
and  her  distress  is 
a  dragon  inside  her. 

BARBARA  LONG 


LARRY  SMITH 
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ANAMIKA 


“Anamika!” 

“Anamika,  have  you  turned  dear?”  Atul  shouted  again  after 
the  silence  which  followed  his  first  call. 

This  time,  as  if  from  nowhere,  a  pretty,  black-eyed,  wheat- 
complexioned,  slightly  built  girl  of  fifteen  stood  between  the 
parted  blue  velvet  curtains  in  the  doorway,  with  her  hands  ex¬ 
pertly  braiding  her  long  black  silken  hair. 

“What  is  it,  Atul?”  came  her  soft  unruffled  voice. 

“Why  can’t  you  come  the  first  time  I  call?”  Atul  continued 
angrily. 

‘‘I  was  making  my  hair,”  her  voice  remained  calm. 

“Making  my  hair,”  Atul  mimicked.  “And  I  have  told  you  so 
many  times  not  to  put  flowers  in  my  room.” 

Anamika  tied  a  small  bow  with  a  ribbon  at  the  end  of  her 
braid  and,  ignoring  Atul’s  above  statement,  went  to  his  desk 
and  started  straightening  the  books  which  he  had  so  untidily 
flung  after  coming  back  from  school. 

She  wondered  why  he  had  called  her. 

Sitting  on  his  rocking  chair  Atul  could  smell  the  faint 
sandalwood  fragrance  which  arose  from  her  body  as  she  went 
about  doing  her  work. 

“How  was  your  school  today?” 

“Horrible.  A.  .  .will  you  help  me  write  a  poem  today, 
Ana?” 

He  finally  gave  the  reason  for  calling  her. 

“Another  one?  I  thought  you  wrote  one  just  the  other  day.” 

“I  did,  but  old  Mrs.  Goel  said  that  it  wasn’t  very  good.  This 
time  if  you’ll  help  me,  it  might  turn  out  a  little  better.” 

Anamika  was  flattered.  She  knew  she  could  write  good 
poetry,  at  least  better  than  Atul.  Till  last  year  Atul  studied  at 
home  from  a  tutor.  Anamika’s  urge  to  learn  new  things  made 
her  join  Atul  in  his  studies.  Her  employers,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Gupta,  had  not  objected,  so  Anamika  had  continued,  proving 
herself  quite  a  brilliant  student.  She  specially  liked  poetry  and 
it  seemed  that  poetry  came  to  her  as  easily  as  speech.  Atul,  on 
the  other  hand,  had  a  difficult  time  with  writing  poems,  yet  he 
had  never  admitted  that  Anamika  could  write  better  poems 
than  he. 

“Well?”  Atul  asked  impatiently. 

“It  depends,”  she  said  with  a  twinkle  in  her  eyes. 

“What  do  you  mean  it  depends?”  He  knew  she  would 
eventually  give  in,  and  he  continued  to  pretend  being  angry. 
“Besides,  I  don’t  like  the  way  you  speak  to  me.  I  am  your 
master,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  to  do,”  he  said  emphasizing 
on  the  pronouns. 

“All  right,  little  master,”  Anamika  said  teasing  him. 

“Don’t  call  me  by  the  stupid  name.  You  know  I  don’t  like 
it.” 

“Mistress  insists  that  I  call  you  little  master,  and  she  told 
me  not  to  come  to  your  room  any  more  because  you  are 
getting  to  be  a  big  boy  now.” 

Atul  was  only  a  year  older  than  her  and  as  far  back  as  he 
could  remember,  he  had  always  had  Anamika  as  his  playmate. 

“But  I  need  you,  Anu,”  he  sounded  distressed. 

“Don’t  worry,”  Anamika  assured  him,  “you’ll  always  be  my 
master,  Atul.  Remember,  when  Momma  died,”  she  continued 
as  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  “mistress  said  that  I  was  to  look 
after  you  and  your  messy  room,”  she  giggled.  “And  I  will 
continue  to  do  so,”  Anamika  concluded  willfully. 

“O.K.,”  Atul  smiled,  “but  first  things  first.  When  will  you 
write  the  poem?” 

“Not  now.  I  have  work  to  do.  After  dinner.” 

Atul  was  relieved.  “Take  those  flowers  away,”  he  laughed 
as  he  resumed  his  masterful  voice. 

Anamika  went  to  the  window  and,  picking  up  a  vase  of  fresh 
red  roses  which  she  had  arranged  earlier  in  the  day,  went  out 
of  the  room. 


She  put  the  vase  on  the  mantel-piece  in  the  living  room  and 
started  dusting  the  furniture.  Anamika  always  dreamed  about 
the  happy  days  she  had  spent  in  Mr.  Gupta’s  house,  as  she 
went  about  doing  her  daily  tasks. 

Her  parents,  Raj  and  Malini,  after  getting  married  had  come 
to  Mr.  Gupta’s  house  seeking  a  job.  They  had  been  hired,  Raj 
as  a  butler  and  Malini  as  a  cook.  A  comfortable  room  at  the 
back  of  the  house  was  also  provided  to  them. 

Two  years  later  Malini  gave  birth  to  Anamika,  but  the  joy  of 
possessing  a  daughter  was  soon  drowned  by  the  sudden  death 
of  her  beloved  Raj. 

The  grief-stricken  mother  continued  her  job  in  Mr.  Gupta’s 
kitchen  as  well  as  her  duty  toward  her  daughter.  Oftentimes, 
Anamika  would  play  with  Atul  while  her  mother  worked,  and 
they  became  the  best  of  pals. 

One  day  Mrs.  Gupta  invited  her  friend’s  ten  year  old 
daughter  to  play  with  her  nine  year  old  son.  When  Anamika 
came  to  join  them,  Roopa,  the  other  girl,  refused  to  let  her 
play.  Anamika  was  hurt  and  angry  with  Roopa  and  Atul. 

The  following  day  when  Anamika  didn’t  come  to  play  with 
Atul,  he  started  looking  for  her  and  found  her  sitting  all  by 
herself  drawing  a  picture. 

“What  are  you  doing,  Anu?”  he  asked. 

On  getting  no  reply  he  took  away  Anamika’s  paper  and  said, 
“Come  on,  why  aren’t  you  playing  today?” 

Anamika  still  remained  quiet. 

Atul  threw  the  paper  on  the  ground  and  started  walking 
away. 

“I  don’t  like  Roopa,”  Anamika  blurted  out  suddenly. 

“Neither  do  I,”  Atul  stopped.  “She’s  kind  of  bossy,  isn’t 
she?” 

“Why  didn’t  you  let  me  play  yesterday?” 

“I  wanted  you  to,  but  you  went  away  leaving  me  to  be 
bossed  by  her.” 

“Let’s  play  now,”  Anamika  suggested  and  all  hard  feelings 
were  forgotten. 

Two  years  later  Malini  followed  her  husband  and  Anamika 
became  an  orphan.  She  took  the  loss  as  bravely  as  a  ten  year 
old  could,  and  consented  to  work  for  the  Guptas. 

“Anamika!”  Mrs.  Gupta’s  voice  brought  her  back  to  the 
present. 

“Yes,  M’am.  I’m  coming.” 

The  furniture  was  shining,  she  noticed,  as  she  went  to  see 
what  her  mistress  wanted. 

She  found  her  knitting  in  the  family  room. 

“Yes,  m’am?”  Anamika  inquired. 

“I’ve  got  a  headache.  Could  you  make  some  tea, 
Anamika?” 

“You  shouldn’t  be  knitting  with  a  headache,  m’am,”  Ana¬ 
mika  looked  concerned.  “Here,”  she  said  keeping  the  knitting 
away,  “lie  down  on  the  couch  till  I  make  tea.” 

“A  nice  helpful  child,”  Mrs.  Gupta  thought  as  Anamika 
went  to  the  kitchen. 

She  was  back  in  no  time  with  a  tray  containing  a  silver  tea¬ 
pot,  a  cup  and  a  saucer. 

“Now  very  soon  your  headache  will  vanish,”  she  said  pour¬ 
ing  tea  in  the  cup.  Mrs.  Gupta  started  drinking. 

“What  time  is  it,  Anamika?” 

“Nearly  six.” 

“My,  see  how  time  flies!  Your  master  will  be  here  soon  and 
I’m  not  even  ready.”  She  quickly  finished  her  tea.  “We  are 
going  to  Mr.  Jain’s  house  for  a  party.” 

Roopa  was  Mr.  Jain’s  daughter. 

“What  about  your  headache,  m’am?” 

“It’s  better  already,”  Mrs.  Gupta  smiled  as  she  started  for 
her  room.  “Anamika,  take  out  my  yellow  sari.” 

“Yes,  m’am.”  Anamika  followed  her  into  her  room. 

“It’s  a  pretty  sari,”  she  said  taking  it  out  of  the  closet. 

“Yes,  it’s  your  master’s  favourite  too.  Go  and  see  if  Atul  is 
ready.  He  is  going  too.” 

Anamika  hurried  to  Atul’s  room  only  to  find  it  empty.  She 
searched  the  whole  house  but  couldn’t  find  him. 

“M’am,  he  has  gone  somewhere.” 

“Oh,  he  knows  we  are  going.  He’ll  come  back  on  time.  Now 
help  me  with  my  hair.” 

Anamika  took  the  brush  from  the  dressing  table  and  started 
brushing  Mrs.  Gupta’s  hair. 


“You  have  beautiful  long  hair,  m’am.” 

“Oh,  Anamika,  you  say  that  every  time  you  brush  my  hair.” 
“But  you  do,  honestly.  I  like  the  way  it  naturally  falls  in 
curls.” 

“You  know,  your  mother  had  pretty  hair  too,  and  so  long. 
Do  you  remember  it?” 

Anamika  didn’t  answer  and  Mrs.  Gupta  looked  in  the  mirror 
and  saw  tears  streaming  down  Anamika’s  cheeks. 

“Why,  child,”  she  turned  and  put  her  arms  around  her. 
“I’m  sorry.  I  shouldn’t  have  said  that.” 

“It’s  O.K.,”  Anamika  said  wiping  her  tears.  “For  a 
moment  I  thought  I  was  brushing  her  hair.  I  used  to  do  that 
every  night,  and  she  used  to  tell  me  about  my  father.  I  look 
like  him,  she  used  to  say.  Do  10” 

“I  guess,  your  mother  was  right,  child.” 

“I’m  glad,”  Anamika  smiled  through  her  tears. 

“Are  you  ready,  dear?”  Mr.  Gupta  came  in. 

“Almost.  Anamika,  go  and  see  if  Atul  has  come  back.” 

But  Atul  had  not  returned. 

“Where  could  he  have  gone?”  Mr.  Gupta  asked. 

“I  don’t  know.  Did  he  know  we  were  going  to  Roopa’s 
house?” 

“Yes,  I  told  him  myself  this  morning.” 

“It’s  her  birthday  today,  and  she  specially  invited  Atul.” 
“Anyway,  let  us  go  otherwise  we  will  be  late.  Anamika,  if 
Atul  comes,  tell  him  to  come  to  Mr.  Jain’s  house  immedi¬ 
ately.” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

An  hour  later  Atul  came  in  whistling,  hungry  and  delighted. 
“So,  they  have  gone,”  he  said  chuckling. 

“Yes,  and  master  said  that  you  are  to  go  there  also.” 

“Oh,  come  on.  You  know  better.  I  don’t  like  to  go  to  their 
house.  Besides,  who  is  going  to  go  there  just  to  sing  ‘Happy 
Birthday’  for  bossy  Roopa.” 

Anamika  laughed.  “I  knew  you  had  purposely  gone  out,  and 
I  should  have  told  mistress.” 

“You  wouldn’t  dare,”  Atul  said  sternly.  “I’m  hungry.  Get 
me  something  to  eat.” 

“O.K.,  dinner  will  be  ready  in  ten  minutes.” 

An  hour  later,  when  Anamika  entered  Atul’s  room,  she 
found  him  sitting  at  his  desk  with  her  back  to  her.  She  tip-toed 
and  quietly  stood  behind  him.  She  read, 

‘Waves  big  and  roaring 
Attack  the  lonely  rock.’ 

He  was  apparently  thinking  the  next  line  for  his  poem. 
Anamika  took  the  pen  lying  on,  the  table  and  hastily  wrote 
in  her  neat  handwriting, 

‘In  the  middle  of  the  sea 
Only  to  caress  and  return.’ 

“How’s  that?”  she  said  reading  the  four  lines  together. 
“Oh,  Anu,”  Atul  said  taking  her  hand  in  his,  “that’s  just 
wonderful.  How  did  you  do  that  so  fast?” 

She  didn’t  hear  him,  but  was  only  aware  of  his  hand  holding 
hers.  Something  wonderful  was  happening  to  her,  like  a  wave 
passing  through  her  body  tickling  each  and  every  nerve.  She 
had  never  felt  this  way  before.  He  had  touched  her  many 
times,  but  this  time  it  was  different.  She  felt  that  he  was 
caressing  her  all  over.  She  was  scared  of  what  might  happen 
and  quickly  withdrew  her  hand,  and  felt  better. 

“You  have  again  messed  up  your  books.”  Saying  this,  she 
started  arranging  them. 

“My,  I  took  half  an  hour  thinking  about  two  lines,  and  here 
you  come  and  write  the  other  two  in  just  a  minute.”  Atul  was 
still  excited. 

Anamika  was  still  confused  and  silently  started  folding  his 
bedcover. 

“Time  for  you  to  sleep,”  she  said  curtly. 

“You  don’t  have  to  tell  me  what  to  do,”  he  teased  her.  Atul 
always  enjoyed  teasing  her. 

“Oh  yes,  I  forgot,  I’m  only  your  maid,”  Anamika  said  going 
toward  the  door. 

“What  is  the  matter,  Anu?”  Atul  caught  her  by  her 
shoulders  and  turned  her  toward  him.  “You’ve  never  acted 
this  way  before.” 

Again  the  wonderful  feeling  returned.  She  felt  faint. 
“Nothing,  just  leave  me  alone,”  she  whispered  getting 
away  from  his  grasp  and  left  him  standing  there  puzzled. 


In  her  room  she  took  the  unfinished  painting  and  started 
working  on  it.  She  had  made  two  children,  a  boy  and  a  girl, 
playing  together  in  the  garden.  “Atul  and  me,”  she  thought 
and  wondered  why  she  had  felt  the  way  she  had  in  Atul’s 
room. 

It  had  started  raining  outside  and  she  could  smell  the  damp, 
misty  aroma  of  wet  earth.  She  loved  that  smell.  It  always 
made  her  want  to  eat  mud.  She  remembered  when  she  was 
about  seven  years  old,  she  had  instinctively  eaten  it,  but  it  had 
tasted  awful,  making  her  wonder  how  such  a  good  smelling 
thing  could  taste  so  bad.  She  had  never  made  that  experiment 
again. 

She  wondered  if  she  was  beginning  to  fall  in  love,  “like 
people  in  books  do,”  she  said  softly  to  herself. 

“I  wish  Momma  were  her.  She  would  have  told  me,”  she 
thought  painting  the  boy’s  hair  in  the  picture. 

“Did  she  feel  the  same  way  about  Papa?  It  must  have  been 
terrible  for  her  when  he  died.  What  will  I  do  if  Atul  were  to  go 
away?  I  won’t  let  him  go,”  she  said  with  determination. 

Putting  the  painting  away,  Anamika  lay  down  on  her  bed 
and  was  soon  dreaming  about  Atul. 

On  their  way  back  from  the  party,  Mrs.  Gupta  said  to  her 
husband,  “You  know,  dear,  Anamika  still  misses  her  mother. 
Today  she  started  crying  when  I  said  something  about  Malini. 
Poor  child!” 

“Yes,  she  was  only  ten  when  Malini  died.  I’ve  been  think¬ 
ing,  we  must  find  a  nice  husband  for  her  in  a  couple  of  years. 
She  has  been  with  us  since  the  very  beginning,  and  I  sort  of 
think  it  is  our  duty.” 

“If  we  don’t  do  even  that  much,  who  will?”  his  wife  agreed. 

“Atul  is  very  attached  to  her.  I  wonder  how  he  will  feel  hen 
she  goes  away.” 

“Well,  he’s  got  to  learn  to  live  with  it.  Anyway,  he’ll  forget 
her  when  he  marries  Roopa.” 

“He’s  still  young  for  marriage  and  let’s  not  force  him,”  Mr. 
Gupta  said  hastily.  “It’s  his  life  and  he  can  do  whatever  he 
feels  with  it.  Right  now  he  has  no  attraction  toward  Roopa.  He 
didn’t  even  come  to  the  party.” 

“But  what  about  my  promise  to  my  friend?  Atul  has  not 
seen  Roopa  in  years.  She  has  grown  up  into  a  beautiful  young 
lady.  Don’t  you  think  so,  dear?” 

“Yes,”  Mr.  Gupta  said  yawning. 

“I  know  what,”  his  wife  continued,  “I’ll  call  Roopa  to  spend 
the  day  with  us.  Let  us  see  how  Atul  reacts.” 

They  reached  their  house  in  silence,  each  engrossed  in  his 
own  thoughts. 

Anamika  got  up  with  dawn  and,  after  getting  dressed, 
entered  the  sleeping  house  of  her  employers.  She  set  the  table 
for  breakfast  and  wondered  if  Atul  had  got  up.  He  went  to 
school  early  each  day. 

Anamika  noticed  that  it  was  already  seven  o’clock,  and  she 
could  hear  her  master  and  mistress  in  their  room.  She  decided 
to  peep  in  Atul’s  room. 

He  was  still  asleep.  She  went  near  his  bed  and  looked  at  his 
sleeping  face.  For  the  first  time  she  noticed  how  handsome  he 
was  with  a  broad  fore-head  covered  with  black  hair,  high 
cheekbones  and  a  firm  chin.  He  smiled  in  his  sleep  revealing 
two  deep  dimples  on  his  cheeks.  It  was  the  first  time  she  had 
ever  noticed  them.  She  wondered  if  she  was  as  pretty  as  he 
was  handsome. 

“Get  those  silly  ideas  out  of  your  head,”  a  voice  in  her  head 
warned  her  and  brought  her  back  to  reality. 

“Atul,  get  up.  It’s  late.” 

His  eyes  fluttered  open. 

“Get  up,  Atul.  You  have  to  show  my  poem  to  your 
teacher.” 

“It’s  my  poem,  not  yours,”  he  said  getting  out  of  bed. 

“Well,  it’s  our  poem.  You  wrote  two  lines  and  so  did  I.” 

They  both  laughed. 

“All  right,  it’s  our  poem,”  Atul  said  going  in  the  bathroom. 

Anamika  went  to  the  kitchen,  happy  and  contented. 

By  eight-thirty  breakfast  was  over,  and  the  house  became 
quiet  as  Mr.  Gupta  left  for  his  office  and  Atul  for  his  school. 

Anamika  went  about  doing  her  daily  chores.  The  day  passed 
quickly  and  before  she  even  knew  it,  Atul  was  back  from 
school. 

“How  did  your  teacher  like  our  poem?” 


“She  said  it  was  pretty  good.  Now  leave  me  alone,  Anu.  I 
am  reading  a  book." 

Anamika  went  away  knowing  that  he  was  in  no  mood  to 
talk. 

When  Anamika  was  serving  dinner  at  night,  Mrs.  Gupta 
announced,  “Roopa  will  spend  the  day  here  tomorrow.’’  She 
looked  at  Atul  and  continued,  “Be  at  home,  Atul,  to  entertain 
her.’’ 

“But  I  have  to  go  to  school.’’ 

“Tomorrow  is  Sunday.’’ 

“But,  I  have  to.  .  .’’ 

“You  are  making  excuses,’’  Mrs.  Gupta  said  sternly.  “You 
will  remain  at  home.’’ 

The  next  day  Anamika  got  up  earlier  than  usual  and  cleaned 
the  house  for  the  guest. 

At  eleven  o’clock  Roopa  arrived  and  Anamika  noticed  that 
she  had  grown  very  pretty.  She  was  tall  and  had  short  curly 
hair  which  danced  about  on  her  head  when  she  walked. 

Atul  greeted  Roopa  and  they  both  went  in  the  garden. 

Mrs.  Gupta  called  Anamika  and  told  her  to  prepare  tea  for 
her.  When  Anamika  brought  the  tray,  Mrs.  Gupta  said,  “Sit 
down,  Anamika.” 

She  obyed. 

“I  am  very  happy  that  Atul  is  behaving  properly.” 

Anamika  was  used  to  listening  to  her  mistress,  and  knew 
that  Mrs.  Gupta  sometimes  needed  to  talk  to  somebody  when 
Mr.  Gupta  was  away. 

Mrs.  Gupta  continued,  “How  would  you  like  to  see  Roopa 
and  Atul  married?  I  think  they  are  perfect  for  each  other.  She 
is  pretty.  Isn’t  she?” 

“Yes,”  Anamika  said  with  her  heart  sinking.  She  was 
jealous. 

“You  see,  dear,”  her  mistress  continued  hardly  noticing 
Anamika’s  crestfallen  face,  “when  Atul  was  born,  I  promised 
Roopa’s  mother  that  Atul  would  marry  Roopa  if  all  goes  well, 
so  that  a  permanent  knot  is  tied  to  our  friendship.  And  if  Atul 
agrees,  then  why  not?” 

Anamika  remained  silent.  She  could  barely  restrain  herself 
from  crying  out,  “He’ll  never  do  it.  He  mustn’t.” 

Mrs.  Gupta  continued,  “Of  course,  he’s  too  young  now,  but 
maybe  in  a  couple  of  years,”  and  she  started  dreaming  about 
what  will  happen  after  those  couple  of  years  as  she  slowly 
sipped  her  tea. 

Anamika  started  to  leave.  She  suddenly  wanted  to  be  alone 
to  sort  out  her  conflicting  thoughts. 

“One  more  thing,  Anamika,”  Mrs.  Gupta  said,  “yesterday 
your  master  and  I  were  discussing  your  future.  We  thought  we 
should  find  you  a  husband  in  a  few  years.  How  do  you  like  the 
idea,  dear?” 

Anamika  could  not  control  herself  and,  bursting  into  tears, 
she  ran  to  her  room.  She  felt  as  if  the  sky  had  fallen  on  her. 
“Why  did  it  have  to  happen  to  me?”  she  cried  out  in  her  grief 
and  anger.  “I  must  stop  it  somehow.  I'm  sure  Atul  doesn’t 
like  Roopa.” 


She  went  to  the  window  and  saw  Atul  and  Roopa  laughing 
over  something. 

“Or  does  he?”  she  added  softly  as  her  eyes  again  filled 
with  tears. 

She  drew  the  curtain  on  the  window  to  block  out  that  sight 
but  she  could  still  hear  their  laughter. 

“Oh,  God,  what  am  I  to  do?” 

“How  could  you  have  even  imagined  Atul  and  you 
married?”  the  voice  in  her  head  sarcastically  put  her  wish  into 
words. 

“Why  not?  What’s  wrong  with  it?”  she  protested. 

The  laughter  outside  became  louder. 

“You  are  a  maid  and  he,  your  master.  His  parents  and  soci¬ 
ety  wouldn’t  accept  it,  and,  above  all,  would  he?”  the  voice 
continued  mockingly. 

For  the  first  time  Anamika  faced  the  fact,  “He  may  not 
want  me.”  She  started  crying. 

“I  wish  I  were  dead.” 

Time  slowly  brought  her  back  to  her  senses.  It  was  late  in 
the  afternoon  and  Atul  and  Roopa  were  nowhere  in  sight. 

“I  can’t  remain  here  any  longer.  I  must  get  out.  But 
where?” 

She  tried  to  resolve  this  problem  for  nearly  an  hour.  At  six 
o’clock  she  heard  the  church  bell,  and  an  idea  flashed  in  her 
mind. 

After  collecting  her  few  belongings,  she  wrote  a  letter, 

My  dear  Atul, 

I  am  going,  but  you,  and  only  you,  will  remain  my  master. 
Good  luck  for  your  and  Roopa’s  future.  I  will  always  love  you, 

Anamika. 

She  kept  the  note  on  his  desk  and,  without  saying  another 
word  to  anyone,  left  the  house  which  had  given  her  shelter  all 
these  years. 

*  *  * 

Atul  reached  the  convent  and  rang  the  bell.  After  hours  of 
waiting,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  the  door  was  opened  by  a  nun. 

“Yes,”  she  inquired. 

“I’ve  come  to  see  Anamika.  I  have  something  important  to 
tell  her.” 

“We  don’t  have  anyone  by  that  name  here.  If  you’ll  excuse 
me  now,  I  am  busy,”  she  said  bluntly  and  started  to  close  the 
door. 

“Wait,”  Atul  said  hurriedly.  “She  is  around  five  feet  two, 
on  the  thin  side,  has  long  black  hair  and  is  very  pretty.” 

“I  am  sorry,  but  we  really  have  no  one.  .  .  Wait,  I  think  I 
saw  someone  like  her  here  in  the  garden  two  days  back.  She 
looked  kind  of  confused,  as  if  she  couldn’t  make  up  her  mind 
what  to  do.  Then  finally,  she  went  away.  I  noticed  her  because 
she  was  acting  so  strange.  But  maybe,  that’s  not  the  girl 
you’re.  .  .”  and  before  she  could  even  finish,  Atul  had  already 
descended  the  few  steps  and  was  walking  away  slowly. 

From  the  window  of  her  room  in  her  new  employers’  home 
across  the  street  Anamika,  with  her  long  black  hair  blowing  in 
the  cool  breeze,  watched  him  go  with  tears  rolling  from  her 
large  sorrowful  eyes.  rraVINA  SOMANI  ' 


you  egocentric  maypole 


You  egocentric  maypole 
Celebrating  your 
Bismugtennial 
Commercialization. 

Yes— 1776  was 
And  here  you  are, 

With  plastic  streamers 
Looking  through  your 
Biodegradable  aerosols. 

Wishing  backward 
Through  nostaliga’s 
Dusty  glory. 

Now  paved  with  monuments 
Of  neon. 


Dreaming  of  a  time 
Before  Cleaver, 

Before  Hoffman, 

Before  Me  Carthy. 

To  a  time  when 
Waves  of  flesh 
Were  heroes, 

Who  have  died 
Their  deaths, 

Effected  their  effects, 
And  inscribed  their 
Solace  on  D.C.  portals. 


Now  you— 

Drag  your  sacrifices 
Through  colored  glory. 
Inflicting  tradition 
On  them. 

Yes,  you 
Who  swapped 
Grapeshot  for  napalm, 
Never  smelling  the  results 
Just  inciting  horror 
And  calling  it  freedom. 


WARREN  BANKS 
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COLOR  US  HUMAN 


The  English  language 

has  a  natural  bias 

rooted  in  its  Germanic  past 

growing  later  with  Latin  embellishments 

from  the  sun-dazzled  brightness 

of  the  sea-between-lands. 


now  isn’t  that  white  of  me 
to  adumbrate 
and  illustrate 

these  different  shades  of  meanings. 


Black  runs  to  the  bad 
as  in  blackguard  and  blackmail 
black  marks  on  your  white  shirt 
from  dirt 

black  marks  on  your  soul 
from  sin 

but  repentance  washes  it 
whiter  than  snow 
did  the  ancient  Jews 
have  a  narrow  view  too? 
the  dark  Italians  they  say 
preferred  blondes 
for  variety  at  least 
dark  clouds  mean  trouble 
there’s  denigrate 
and  niggardly 

“The  picture  is  not  completely  black’’ 
black  vestments  for  Requiem 
black  garments  for  mourning 
black  magic  is  the  evil  kind 

but  then  some  “evil’’ 

ain’t  all  that  evil 

so  black  can  be  power 

and  oil  rich  as  gold 

black  earth  for  farming 

black  stockings  for  love 

in  the  cool  dark  of  the  evening 

Sophia  Loren 

brunette  beauty 

“Black  but  beautiful” 

was  Solomon’s  love 

black  hole  of  love 

dark  glasses 

refreshing  shade  from  the  sun 

dark  wine 

caviar 

suntan 

the  practical  Nordic 
has  always  wanted 
to  be  in  the  black 
and  not  in  the  red 

then  come  close  to  the  carcass 
white  maggots  you  find 
pale  death 

ghosts  white  as  a  sheet 

we  blanch  with  fear 
go  blank 

bland  and  tasteless 

barren  sand 

freezing  snow 

blinding  sun 

yellow  puss 

yellow  piss 

pallid  and  sickly 

white  hair  loss  of  strength 

pale  paper  substitute 

for  life 

bleached  bones 

albino 

dandruff 

white  sunburns  easier 
shows  more  blemishes 
and  wrinkles  quicker 


But  wouldn’t  you  think 

all  that  cold  Northern  snow 

would  make  the  dark  winter  shelter 

welcome  and  snug 

as  a  bug  in  a  rug 

and  make  black 

a  more  favorable  shade? 

but  it  rained  more  than  snowed 

on  those  islands 

they  were  foggy  and  gray 

parts  of  Germany  too? 

so  they  prized  the  rare  sunlight 

and  were  bedazzled 

as  well  as  enlightened 

by  the  burnished  gifts 

of  civilization 

borne  by  dark  Romans  and  Greeks 
from  their  sun-bleached  world 
its  bright  shores  strewn 
with  the  bones  and  the  ruins 
of  antiquity 

sun-washed  and  whitened 
like  themselves  in  their  souls 
purified 

by  Plato’s  meanderings 
Aristotle’s  straight  lines 
by  Apollo  the  sun  god 
and  Zeus  the  sky  father 
who  replaced  the  dark  gods 
of  Old  Mother  Earth 
Dionysus 

Aphrodite  of  the  many  names 
the  spirits  and  nymphs 
that  dwelt  in  the  deep 
ravines  of  wooded  mountains 


Yeshu  too 

the  dark  dancing  Jew 

who  drank  with  the  low-down 

was  turned  sedity 

and  proper  and  pale 

and  civilized 

by  his  Greco-Roman 

devotees 

scared  sexless 

by  the  excesses 

of  their  own  refinement. 


Black? 

ain’t  no  such  thing  as  absolute  black 
but  all  shades  of  darkness  blending  with  light 
and  various  reds  and  yellows  and  blues 
absolute  black  would  be  dead. 


So  do  we  dig  down  deep  to  culture 

or  do  we  scrape  the  sky 

with  high  civilization’s 

tower  of  Babel? 

blah  blah  bar  bar  barbarian 

bewildering  foreign  spick 

I  can’t  understand  your  language 

so  it  must  be  crazy 

like  you  and  your  non- 

greeness 

I  was  raised  in  this  pod 

and  the  pod  is  green 

like  me  and  my  brothers  and  sisters 

but  you  ain't  green 

you’re  yellow 

so  go  back  to  your  side  of  the  bayou. 


White? 

ain’t  no  such  thing  as  absolute  white 
but  all  shades  of  lightness  mingling  with  dark 
pink  and  blue  and  tan  and  mottled 
absolute  white  would  be  dead. 

Rainbow  colored  was  the  sign  they  said 
of  the  calm  at  the  end  of  the  flood 
rainbow  mixture  of  darkness  and  light 
is  the  whole  human  family 
richly  fleshed  over  with  varitoned  nature 
to  dance  at  the  wedding  of  Earth  and  Sky 
dive  deep  in  the  waters  of  wisdom 
leap  high  with  the  laughing  fire. 


JOHN  SHEEHAN 


Wmi 


wayne  smardzich 


depression  walks 
with  silent  steps 
invades  the  heart 
not  the  lips 
calm  progression 
countless  grows 
sprouting  seeds 
that  death  knows 

sleeping  madness 
lightning  bolts 
fire  rages 
hatred  grows 
lives  divisions 
social  cores 
class  encounters 
moral  doors 
justice  waits 
slips  and  flys 
loses  face 
turns  to  lies 


I  AM  FOUND 


Driving  home  on  a  coal-black  evening, 

My  car  streaking  by  deserted  fields 
on  an  empty,  narrow  road; 

My  eye  is  suddenly  caught 

by  a  curve  of  light  in  the  distance 
A  giant  moon  rising  in  the  East 
Boasting  the  sun’s  reflected  light 
Like  a  Cyclops  eye  in  the  face  of  the  sky 
It  glares  through  the  dark  as  I  speed  towards  home 
The  pale-bright  orb, 

Like  a  beam  from  a  lighthouse  searching  out  lost  souls.  .  . 
.  .  .suddenly:  I  AM  FOUND. 


DEB  JONAITIS 


andrija  boljevic 


varied  versions 
fiction  all 
masking  feelings 
big  and  small 
truths  inversions 
of  arrows  made 
piercing  fire 
soul  invades 
death  becomes 
a  welcome  gate 
through  which 
life  escapes 

URBAN  A.  KEILMAN 


play  with  a  mood 


before 
it  plays 
with 
you. 

why  is  a  mood? 

-  to  play  with, 
so  go  play 

play 
with 
a  mood 

before  it  plays  with  you. 
make  it  happy 
or  make  it  sad 

playing 
with 
a  mood 


is  keen. 


but  don’t  play  with  a  mood 

let  the  mood 

play  you.  like  a  cat  with 

her  kitten 
like  a  deer  with 
her  fawn 

play  gently 

with 

a 

mood. 


as  you 
never 
played 
before. 


it  can  be  happy 
or  it  can  be  sad 


yet  -  play  with  it  - 


moods  are  only  human. 

ciird 

with  my 
mood  tonite. 

THROW  that  ball!!!!! 


my  mood 
was  very  happy 

his  sloppy  tongue 
licked  my  little  face 

with  a  grin, 
he  saluted 


a  twenty-one  wag  salute. 

my  mood  was 
very  happy. 

play  with  a  mood 

% 

moods 

are 

only 

human. 


/ 


play  gently 

with  a  mood 


before 
it  plays 
with  you. 


like  a  pink  chiffon  babushka 
caught  in  a  breeze 
like  distance 

humming  on  the  ocean’s  lonely  sands. 


carefully,  now 


play  gently 

with 
a  mood 

and  it  will  play 
with 
you 
too. 


play  with 
a  mood. 


Some 

Times 

moods  change, 
take  it  in  stride 


moods 

are 

only 

human 


and  so  are  you. 


play  with 
a  new 
mood 


KEITH  BROWN 
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keep  on  living 
its  ok 

i  don’t  think 
ill  kill  myself 
today 

web  spun  calculations 
platforms  covered 
with  dust 

decisions  of  madmen 
revolve  around  us 

paranoia  a  healthy 
obsession 
senility  the  order 
of  the  day 
they  can  atomize 
existence  anyway 

feelings  constructed 
around  objects 
and  space 
color  tvs  and  cars 
that  roar 
shiny  beer  cans 
and  wine  with 
screw  tops 

the  red  dust 

of  progress 

from  tne  furances 

pour 

majestic 

floating 

clouds 

of  unnatural  horror 


URBAN  A.  KEILMAN 


soot  covered  benches 

in  chicagos 

grant  park 

where  old  folks 

covered  with  papers 

sleep  in  the  dark 

the  nomad  in  the  Sahara 

who  is  gasping 

for  breath 

and  the  dying 

blue  infant 

in  the  midwest 

subjected  feelings 
designed  for  the  state 
praise  the  lord 
for  the  synthetic  food 
you  eat 

your  pleasures  delightful 
three  programs  a  day 
alpha  beta  control 
will  show  us  the  way 

lets  greet  the  future 
be  happy  today 
our  children 
will  be  sterile 
but  thats  ok 

URBAN  A.  KEILMAN 


A  HIT  BY  VARESE 

A  Hit  By  Varese,  indeed.  Deserts.  Deserts? 

Unlikely  prospect  for  a  hit. 

Deserts  .  .  .  the  emptiness,  the  expanse.  Nothing. 

Nothing  but  the  Universe. 

You’re  all  alone  in  the  desert.  There  is  sand  all  around  you. 
Off-color,  whiteish  sand.  Glassy  sand. 

Only  made  dirty  by  your  sweat. 

Boiling  in  the  day,  freezing  in  the  night. 

There  are  stirrings  of  life  in  the  desert  at  night. 

Lizards,  repugnant  lizards.  Crawling,  underground  serpents- 
Monsters  to  the  civilized  man. 

Mice.  Desert  mice. 

An  occasional  sagebrush. 

But  mostly  nothing. 

You  wander. 

There  is  nothing  but  the  desert  around  you. 

You  thirst.  You  ache. 

Wait!  The  sky.  Cloudless. 

Stars.  So  many.  So  many  star  patterns. 

You  see  the  Big  Dipper  and  your  mind  flashes  back- 

Remembering  the  first  time  your  father  showed  it  to  you. 
FATHER!  I’m  sorry  I  was  smart  to  you. 

Get  me  out  of  here. 

MOTHER!  Bring  me  food. 

I’m  caught  in  an  endless  nightmare. 

They  don’t  come. 

God  doesn’t  come  either. 

You  look  into  the  night  sky. 

It  is  ineffably  blue. 

It  is  DEEP. 

The  DEEPNESS  of  it  frightens  you. 

You  feel  drawn  into  it,  as  if  you  were  rising. 

The  blueness  of  the  sky  enters  your  mind  and  tugs  at  your  soul- 
Bending  it  out  of  shape. 

You  forget  your  name. 

Pure  terror. 

You  keep  saying  to  yourself- 
I’ve  got  to  remember  my  name, 

I  have  to  remember  my  name, 

I’ve  got  to  remember  my  name,  or  I’ll  die. 

You  recall  your  name. 

You  hang  on  to  it,  clenching  like  a  baby. 

You  become  aware  that  you  are  half  of  the  desert  and 
Half  of  the  sky  you  were  looking  at  a  short  time  ago. 

Time? 

What  is  it. 

What  was  it. 

Looking  to  your  left,  there  is  a  huge  mountain; 

You  look  again  and  it  is  gone. 

You  begin  to  cope. 

In  the  distance,  a  glowing  fireball  approaches- 
Closer  and  closer  it  comes,  the  fire  diminishes  the  form  changes 
It  looks  like  a  rocket 
It  IS  a  rocket. 

An  American  rocket. 

Inside  are  Neil  Armstrong,  Michael  Collins,  and  Buzz  Aldrin. 
They  wave  hello  and  pass  you  by. 

Suddenly,  you  remember- 
You  have  a  body. 

You  look  at  yourself  in  awe. 

Beginning  to  feel  tremendous- 
Not  euphoric  but  elated. 

You  notice  you  have  a  huge  erection. 

Your  forehead  begins  itching.  Ha! 

You  rub  it,  and  then  begin  scratching. 

You  scratch  more  and  more,  until  it  begins  to  hurt. 

You  try  to  stop- 

But  your  clawed  hands  impulsively  jerk  back  to  your  forehead. 

You  are  no  longer  scratching,  but  tearing  through  your  skull. 
Rhythms  build  and  build,  until  you  are  no  longer  thinking, 

Only  dazedly  feeling. 
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Rhythms  build  and  build  into  seizures. 

Seizures! 

The  seizures  build  their  own  rhythm  until  there  is 
ONE  LAST  HUGE  SHAKING  SPASM 
And  you  feel  turned  inside  out. 

The  last  things  you  remember  seeing  are  your  bloody  hands- 
Dropping  limp  to  your  sides . Your  awareness  recedes.  .  .  . 

Waking  up  as  if  from  a  fantastic  technicolor  dream, 

You  find  yourself  on  a  hard,  narrow  operating  table. 

There  are  surgeons,  doctors,  and  nurses  all  around  you. 

Different  pairs  of  eyes  staring  at  you, 

The  rest  of  their  faces  hid  by  masks. 

They  are  probing  your  insides,  debating  with  each  other. 

A  psychologist  with  huge,  black,  thick-lensed  glasses  questions  you. 

You  slowly  look  around  the  room,  noticing  a  window. 

Through  the  window,  you  see  the  gravel  road  you  used  to  play  on  as  a  child. 
It  is  in  the  country,  in  the  spring. 

Still-blossoming  trees  almost  form  an  arch  over  the  road. 

A  small,  pebbled  creek  runs  below. 

Wildflowers  and  blackberry  patches  grow  freely. 

The  trees,  grass,  and  wild  shrubbery  form 
Dense  forests 
Open  meadows 

And  down  the  road,  a  young  girl  is  slowly  walking. 

She  takes  time  to  look  at  trees,  to  smell  flowers. 

Possessing  a  simple  beauty,  she  looks  more  beautiful  than 
Anything  or  anyone  you  have  ever  seen 
Then  you  remember!  She  is  the  same  girl  you  knew  when  you  were 
Five  years  old, 

Only  know  she’s  grown  up. 

We  were  the  only  children  around,  and  we  would  play  on  old  homemade  swings, 
In  the  creek,  in  the  fields: 

Just  her  and  me. 


The  girl  is  carrying  a  radio  with  her. 

Looking  slightly  bored,  she  stops  for  a  second  and  turns  the  radio  on, 

And  it  plays.  .  .  A  Hit  by  Varese.  LARRY  SMITH  Wayne  smardzich 


LIFE  MOTION 

Dawn  comes  over  dark  woods. 

Dew  mists  are  rising 
from  mown  hillside  pastures. 
White-throats  are  whistling. 

A  slow  light 
creeps  from  the  east 
down  into  mountain  valleys 
relieving  night  beasts. 

Treetops  are  poised  motionless 
in  dawn’s  serenity, 
leaves  colors  are  revealed 
under  lost  stars. 

Echoing  from  the  silent  stands 
of  aged  trunks 
is  the  twang  and  slice 
of  an  archers  sounds. 

Standing  still  yet  relaxed 
with  a  long  arced  bow, 
he  flys  arrows  across  a  clearing 
carved  from  the  living  groves. 

Swift  and  straight  they  glide 
like  rays  of  star’s  light 
spinning  in  still  air 
on  thought’s  pure  flight. 

In  one  smooth  motion 
slow  but  precise 
he  slings  the  bow  at  his  back 
and  the  hunt  is  begun. 

Up  through  the  woods 
pathless  and  dim 
a  blending  figure  climbs 
with  silent  motions. 

He  chooses  each  step 
among  random  decay 
to  bring  his  spirit  to  oneness 
with  the  ways  of  wildness 
His  mind  is  focused 
on  the  flow  of  life  to  life 
of  which  he  is  a  part 
in  seeking  sustenance. 

The  chill  of  night  gives  way 
to  the  growth  of  day 
as  shafts  of  sun  pierce  the  foliage 
through  thin  morning  mists. 

Among  the  countless  branches 
as  the  forests  roof 
a  stirring  of  air 
tells  of  the  new  sun’s  warmth. 

He  approaches  his  destination, 
near  the  mountains  peak, 
a  tiny  sloping  meadow 
being  retaken  by  woods, 
the  sole  place  on  the  mountain 
where  deer  find  grass 
and  the  hunter  knows  it  well 
with  its  hoof  marked  turf. 

He  stalks  in  wjth  great  care 
from  up  the  morning  breeze 
toward  the  edge  of  thinning  spruce 
where  pine  brush  takes  over. 

He  sights  his  prey 
six  sleek  brown  creatures 
who  stand  brousing  unknowing 
of  the  part  they’re  to  play. 

The  greatest  of  the  predators 

stands  slowly  upright 

behind  a  copse  of  yellow  birches 

shedding  their  curling  parchments. 

A  straight  wooden  shaft 

tipped  with  sharpened  steel 

is  drawn  from  the  quiver 

and  fitted  to  a  taut  string. 

The  smallest  of  the  bucks  looks  up 
sensing  the  total  concentration 
trained  upon  it 
along  that  smooth  shaft. 

A  sudden  twang 
rents  the  hushed  air 
and  five  wonderful  beings 
leap  into  the  forest. 


Woman  in  Scarf 


Liking  the  look  of  outside-in 

she  chose  the  house  she  lived  in  then 

First  for  the  glass, 

as  desired, 

a  grass-green  carpet 

and  a  beam  where  the 

wandering-jew  could 

swing 

and,  as  required, 
sewers  and  closets, 
switches  for  turning  off  and  on 
and,  of  course,  the  locks. 

The  drapes  came  later- 

with  the  telephone  and 

earthen  pots  for 

blossom  and  tree, 

the  passion  flower,  cactus  spines 

And  simulated  sun  for  growing. 

It  was  all  very  nice. 

‘Why,  then,  was  she  star  led 
winter  nights 

wearing  the  same  blue  scarf 
to  this  field  beyond  houses?’ 
they  wondered, 
who  had  forgotten  the  feel 
of  inside-out 

and  did  not  know  the  moon 
through  leaf-lingering  limbs 
as  she  did. 

‘What  is  it  keeps  her  warm?’ 

LARA  MANNING 


To  the  Hunter 


Then  milky  saliva  softened 
my  hand 

from  the  sucking  calf 

who  now  a  heifer 
is  still. 

In  the  pasture  she  lies 
alone  and  chilled 
by  frost  bitten  clover 

and  freezing  blood 

that  can’t  make  clover  grow. 

In  the  pasture  she  lies 
alone  and  cold 
by  the  brazen  bullet 

that  hit  her. 


WILLIAM  J.  GOODMAN 
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DANA  HOWARD 


My  Beauty 


My  beauty, 

my  freedom,  YOSEMITE  MOMENTS 

my  right  to  adore  you. 


Your  wings  are  delicate 
and  your  beauty  is  great. 

With  wings  of  gold  or  orange, 
violet  or  blue, 

all  colors  and  hues  from  the  rainbow  of  life, 
wings  lifting  where  you  wish. 

My  beauty, 

you  bring  joy  to  my  eyes 
for  your  beauty  is  universal, 
you  come  from  nature. 

Soon  my  beauty, 
your  life  will  end, 
tell  me,  was  it  worth  it 
being  born  only  to  die 
my  beauty, 
my  butterfly? 

JOAN  AMBRUSKO 


the  sound  of  wind  rushing  through  tall  grass 

hurrying  onward  to  nowhere  in  particular 

with  all  the  force  and  determination  of  a  million  men 

spilling,  chilling, 

falling,  foaming, 

roaring,  rushing  melted  snow 

cascades 

down 

the 

mountainside 
and  grows  quiet  and  warm  at  my  feet 

in  a  meadow  extending  as  far  as  I  can  see 
I  write  my  name  on  a  single  leaf  of  grass 
and  wonder  if  it’s  graffiti 

JEFF  ROSENSTEIN 


wayne  smardzich 


DECEMBER  31 

Sitting  in  a  room 
alone  at  night 

letting  the  ticking  of  an  old  wall  clock 
walk  your  mind  back  into  an  old  memory- 
assimilation  and  accomodation 
smouldering  down  the  fuse 
towards  the  ticking 
towards  equilibrium. 


A  year  is  closing  unconscious; 

as  unconscious  as  a  drawer  searched  for  something 

then  slammed 

not  finding  it  there 

or  anywhere  you’d  looked  so  far. 

Using  lovers  and  mirrors 
perfunctorily 

except  for  that  ocassional 
long  &  lonely 
reflection. 

J.  SCOTT  HUMPHRIES 
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L. 


ESCHIKAGOU 


Kina  Drive 
thatTs  right 
63rd  Street 
no  left  turn 
burn  baby,  burn 
Super  cool 
wide  brim 

hat  cocked  to  the  side 
bad  ride 

“Hey  baby-e-e-e-e’’ 

Chitlin’  joint 
spaghetti  and  cole  slaw 
‘^Wnat’s  happenin’  y’all” 

“John  H.  Johnson,  man 
entrepreneur  extraordinaire” 

“No  ma-a-an 
we  what’s  happenin’ 
commen  man 
like  Jean  Baptiste 
Built  this  place 
made  it  what  it  is 
Worked  in  its  mills 
labored  in  its  stockyards” 

Courvoisier  and  Wild  Irish  Rose 
“Wouldn’t  drink  nothin’  else” 
“Panther  Paper,  man” 

“Chicago  Defenda,  suh” 

“Just  bought  one,  son” 

“As-salaam  alaikum, 

Muhammad  Speaks,  brotha” 

“Naw,  I  don’t  believe” 

Hottest  links  in  town 
“Gemme  a  poun’  ” 

This  ought  to  be  our  groun’ 
what  happened? 

St.  Patrick,  man 

done  consecrated  Lake  Michigan. 

J.  CHARLES  LOCKETT 


w.d.  arjon 


Pencil  Lines 

You  were  not  expected. 

My  curtains  were  down. 

Hastily,  unsurely  I 
resurrect  them. 

Fidget  with  a  button. 

Let  my  hair  fall  shoulder  long 
and  forward  between  us, 

Speak  through  it  quickly 
and  too  loud, 

There  is  war  on  saturn. 
silver  buckles  are  current  fashion. 
Maybe  you  will  not  notice. 

We  both  pretend. 

You  tap  one  fist 
into  an  open  palm 
and  pace. 

Comment  on  the  names  of  books. 
Play  the  jester 
to  my  laughter. 


Your  fingers  curl  on  my  chair  arm 

a  pencil  line  from  mine 

And  for  a  moment 

wakes  warm,  furry 

a  clawless  gentle  beast 

with  shy,  deep  eyes 

that  speak 

that  moment’s  truth. 

We  don’t  talk  about  it. 

Our  hands  don’t  touch. 

Perhaps  we  are  happier 
inside  our  private  space. 

It  seems  a  shame; 

The  beast  was  friendly. 

Foolish  woman 

redraws  her  curtains 

still  feeling  the  tug 

of  something  fine 

on  human  leash  of  pencil  lines. 

The  moment  is  gone, 

But  fhere  remains  the  hunger. 


LARA  MANNING 
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Coming  Down  Hard 


/ 

I  should  have  known  the  bite  of  the  cold 
its  sly  ways  of  getting  next  to  my  skin 
should  have  worn  another  sweater 
heavier  gloves  tucked  my  pants  into  my 
boots  and  hid  my  face 

II 

brittle  sisterhood 

passing  a  chicken  bone  frozen  on  the  road 
dog  slobbers  on  my  glove 
thick  white  spittle 

her  stool  left  steaming  in  the  grass 

III 

my  face  numb 

will  not  register  astonishment 
ghost  barn  rising  out  of  the  ground 
hay  peers  between  its  ribs 
a  sound  like  wind  in  my  heart 

PATRICIA  KOWALSKI 


your  memory 
tears  at  me 
blinks  me 

into  blind  confusion 
madness 

at  knowing  you  exist 
you  tamper 
with  my  thoughts 
as  the  moon 
tampers  with  the  tides 

and  time, 

i’ve  heard  it  said, 

heals  all 

except 

incurable  romantics 
like  me 
like  you 

SUZANNE  J.  SCHOENFELT 


MOMENTS 

Remember  still 

those  moments  best  abused 
by  youthful  dance 

&  hot  bare  breasted  song 

When  bottles  raised 

to  laughter’s  ragged  tune 
confused  the  taste 

of  death  &  graceful  age 

LAWRENCE  FITZGERALD 


If  you  were  Here 

The  buoyant,  joyant  adjectives  would 
engage  nouns, 

and  I  could  lay  together  the  spilled 
sparkling  fragments 
of  laughter  and 
kisses 

and  places  we  were. 

If  you  were  here, 

the  cacophony  of  love  clamor  would  rhyme. 
If  you  were  here. 

BARBARA  LONG 


Love  plays 
a  symphony  inside 
until  you  become  paralyzed 
as  a  still-life  painting 
which  whispers 
in  its  own  language 
you  cannot  love.  .  . 

.  .  .you  cannot  hate 

SUZANNE  J.  SCHOENFELT 


THE  UNBUTTONING 

Wrecking  balls  blast  bricks, 

scattering  them 

like  buttons  over  hard  floors. 

Dust  divorcing  from  walls 
hits  me  with  the  force 
of  floating  threads, 
my  eyes  tear 
refusing  blindness. 

Walls  are  falling, 
a  bedroom  loses  its  cedar  air. 
The  room  we  chose 
to  see  each  other  last. 

Our  eyes  are  open  mouths, 
wet, 

speaking  without  tongues. 

No  movement  from  you 
as  I  unbutton 

the  front  of  your  green  dress. 

My  mind  going  through  slips 
thinks  of  times 
that  fall  away  like  bricks, 
as  I  touch  the  place 
I  choose  to  kiss  the  last. 
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WILLIAM  J.  GOODMAN 


STUDENT  TEACHER 
Composition,  6th  Period 
(for  Brad) 

Mid-course  in  my  beginning 

The  question  comes  that  taps  the  root 

Of  guilt  and  fear, 

The  consummation  of  endless 
Night-conscience  rendering. 

I  pause  to  search  this  seer  of  boredom— my  opponent: 
Blonde  hair  laps  smooth  forehead, 

Blue  eyes  dance  with  daring  innocence. 

Unprepared,  I  am  lost 
Between  truth  and  reality; 

The  division  ends  each  day  after  roll 

And  unfolds  to  haunt  me 

With  repressed  glances  of  despair. 

The  class  turns.  They  wait. 

Trapped  in  my  own  indecision, 

I  can  not  explain  the  love  I  hold  for  them. 

“Why  this?”  he  asks  again— my  opponent, 

“Why  this?” 

Empty  of  emotion,  I  prepare  the  lie: 

“College,”  I  reply,  “College. 

Defeated,  I  take  comfort  in  cool  abyss  of  blackboard. 

The  lesson  completed, 

I  extinguish  the  light 

And  wind  my  way  to  the  lounge 

Where  apathy  succeeded  to  resignation  long  ago. 

In  the  corner  one  tells  dirty  jokes, 

Another  grades  mistakes— they  laugh. 

In  this  cell  of  cynicism 
I  sit  alone, 

Locked  by  murmurs  of  hypocrisy, 

An  eternal  stranger  to  the  question 
“Why  this?  Why  this?” 

ANONYMOUS 


You  stylistic  mannequin 
Hiding  behind 
Your  pinstriped  toothpaste. 
Yes  you— 

With  mundane  eyes 
Tunneled  beneath 
Your  face  of  protein. 

Yes  you— 

Who  strut  around 
With  your 
Playboy  rosary 
Camouflaged  neatly 
Around  your 
Aerosol  fragrance. 

You  — 

Hypothesis  of  simplicity. 
You— 

Synthesis  of  fantasy. 

Where  are 
Your  visions, 

Your  truths, 

Your  octaves? 

Are  you 
Smothered 
In  a  cliche? 

Or  is  your 
Identity 
As  elusive 
As  your  essence? 

Is  life 

Nothing  more  than 
A  best  seller  wish? 

Or  are  you 
A  notch 
Carved  on 
The  plastic  pistol 
Of  desperation? 


WARREN  BANKS 
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w.d.  arjon 
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janet  Stevenson 


DEDICATED  TO  T.F. 

Just  too  intelligent,  no  room  for  errors. 

No  room  for  relatives,  no  room  for  friends. 

Say  the  right  thing,  say  the  right  way, 
Protect  yourself.  But  sometimes 

I  feel  like  doing  that  too. 

Sometimes  I  fall  into  the  trap. 

The  Clap  Trap.  Clapclapclapclap. 

Hooray,  you’re  doing  the  right  thing! 

You’re  saying  the  right  words! 

(and  you’re  prounouncing  them  correctly) 

Applause  applause  goes  for  your  cause. 
Everyone  loves  an  alrighttross! 

M.A.B. 


When  I  was  still  a  young  child, 
too  young  to  know  much  about  life,  death,  love,  sex, 
or  the  difference  between  right  and  wrong. 

Do  I  really  know  now? 

When  I  was  still  a  young  child, 
too  young  to  care  much  about  life,  death,  love,  sex, 
or  the  difference  between  right  and  wrong. 

When  I  was  still  a  young  child, 
my  cousin 

used  to  sit  me  upon  his  knee  and  make  me  laugh. 

His  name  was  Bill, 
but  his  mother,  my  aunt, 
was  very  formal  and  called  him  William. 

Many  times  Bill  was  laughed  at  by  his  playmates 
for  the  way  his  mother  would  call  for  him. 

Often,  they  would  mimic  her  as  Bill  would  run  for  home, 

their  sarcastic  cries  of 
“William,  it’s  time  for  your  bath’’ 
or 

“William,  dinner  is  ready’’ 
following  him  down  the  streets, 
echoing  off  the  buildings, 
pounding  in  his  brain 

until  he  was  safely  home  where  the  brick  walls 
served  as  a  barrier  from 
the  thoughtless  words  of  the  children 
as  well 

as  the  tears  that  were  forming  in  the  corners  of  his  eyes. 

Years  later, 

during  his  third  year  at  college, 

Bill  committed  suicide. 

He  chained  his  leg  to  his  bed, 
drenched  his  room  with  gasoline, 
and  set  it  ablaze. 

Shortly  after  his  funeral, 
his  mother, 
my  aunt, 

received  a  letter  postmarked  the  day  before  Bill’s  suicide. 

It  read 

“Fuck  William,  by  name  is  Bill.’’ 

She  cried. 


NAMES 


STEVE  JUSCIK 
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Margin  Notes,  English  Lit  to  1660 

Courtly  love  be  damned! 

It  is  no  fun. 

No  kisses. 

No  caresses. 

No  passionate  yesses. 

One  might  as  well  be  in  love 
with  a  nun. 


JEFF  ROSENSTEIN 


A  SUMMATION  OF  SHAKESPEARE 
...  .IN  TWO  EASY  SENTENCES 

Stupid,  ignorant,  conceited  bitch! 
Don’t  you  know  that  no  one  will  ever 
Love  you  like  I  do? 

L.  WAYNE  SMITH 


hopes  tonight  half 


hopes  tonight  half  braided, 
half  loosened, 
dependent  on 
your  fingers  to  entangle, 
then  soothe  the  disarray; 
or  my  own, 
to  bind  up  a  modest, 
lone  plait. 


BARBARA  LONG 


potter 

help  mould  me, 

I  am  unfinished 
without  your  touch.  .  . 
potter, 
help  me, 

the  clay  that  I  am 

has  made  walls  inside  my  mind 

and  I’m  slipping.  .  . 

potter— 

help— 
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BARBARA  LONG 


1 


IN  PEACE,  FINALLY 


c.w.  arnold 

j 

I 


You  know,  I  finally  did  walk  away  from  you. 

Oh,  I  clung  for  awhile.  Clinging  to  a 
Devil  Wind. 

But  then  pride  came  along,  or  failure. 

And  I  left  you. 

In  peace,  finally. 

Are  you  in  peace? 

I  find  people  with  faces  like  yours  on  the 
street. 

I  hear  your  words  from  strangers. 

I  see  you,  in  my  mind,  along  the  Colorado 
River. 

(The  Colorado  River?.  .  .but  we  never  spoke  of  it.) 
Do  you  ever  see  me  along  the  Colorado 
River? 

I’m  there  sometimes,  looking  for  you. 

It’s  been  six  years,  are  you  in  peace? 

M.A.B. 


I 


' 


To  Those  Who  Can  See  and  to  Thomas 


SOME/PLACE  TO  GO 


For  rhyme  needs  not  its  reason, 

And  reasons  need  not  rhyme. 

For  purpose  heeds  not  logic, 

Nor  attitude,  nor  time. 

Now  nothing  is  a  secret. 

Who  knows  what  nothing  is? 

My  knowledge  measures  your  unknown, 
My  questions  make  your  quiz. 

Your  answers  are  not  silly, 

They’re  merely  what  you  know. 

But  since  I  am  confounded 
I’ll  find  some/place  to  go. 

I  must  respect  your  circumstance. 

You  must  respect  my  past. 

As  friendship  goes,  you’re  welcome, 

But  still  it  cannot  last. 

The  curtain  slowly  rises, 

Let’s  get  on  with  this  show. 

But  let  me  exit  stage  door  left 
And  find  some/place  to  go. 

In  order  to  be  genuine, 

Put  on  a  phony  role. 

In  order  to  be  happy, 

Seem  sorrowful  and  dole. 

In  order  to  unlock  the  past 
Look  forward  to  your  fate; 

In  order  to  move  forward, 

Set  slowly  down  and  wait. 

Observance  has  its  merit, 

Be  it  quick  or  be  it  slow. 

And  purpose  has  its  meaning  - 
So  find  some/place  to  go. 

I  often  sit  and  wonder, 

I  often  stand  and  think. 

I  often  lay  awake  at  night 
But  sometimes  fall  asleep. 

I  often  miss  a  signal, 

I  often  never  know, 

I  often  care  for  nothing  else, 

Than  some/place  new  to  go. 


KEITH  BROWN 


We  touch  and  float  together 
in  the  world  of  my  soul. 

We  are  thrust  around  and  through 
till  we  reach  each  other 
We  emerge  into  and  beyond. 

Each  movement  a  reiteration  of  the  universe. 
Each  touch  a  unit  of  the  whole. 

We  merge  and  become  one:  the  galaxies  meet, 
the  polarities  merge, 

the  sound  reverberating  that  tolls  me  back 
to  the  beginning  and  to  you. 

DARLEEN  DELLA 


REASON  #7 

As  you  set  on  the  covers 
speaking  of  all  the  others 
to  me, 

staring  at  the  candles, 

I  felt  something  inside  of  me 
coming  together. 

The  newborn  and  vulnerable 
infant  of  my  love  for  you 
was  floating 
helpless  in  space. 

And  slowly  he  began  to  be 

wrapped  round  and  round  with  soft 

swaddling 

protective  cotton 

round  and  round 

in  this  deepest  darkest 

most  private  of  silences. 

Then  when  you  said: 

“I  feel  better  with  you 
than  I’ve  ever  felt  before.” 

I  felt  betrayed. 

And  the  silence  was  broken  by 
the  cry  "Liar.” 

The  infant  moved  within  the  cotton 
shaken  in  his  slumber 
by  such  a  violent  and  hateful  cry. 
From  the  space 

came  two  sides  of  a  metal  sphere 
which  clamped  with  a  clang 
round  the  infant. 

Sizzling,  they  welded 
their  sides  infinitely, 

eternally  together. 
They  became  a  coffin 
and  dropped  down  out  of  the 
black  endless  space 
leaving  only  the  steam 
of  their  seared  sides 
to  float  ethereally  in  the  air. 

J.  SCOTT  HUMPHRIES 
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Hmmmm.  .  . 


I  wonder  if  I  love  you 

and  if  I  love  you  will  I  tell  you 

and  if  I  tell  you  will  you  hear  me 

and  if  you  hear  me  will 
aui  a  a  oi  noA  //  japuoM  noA 
eui  net  noA  him  ecu  a ao j  noA  //  pue 
noA  jean  i  him  aui  pai  noA  //  pue 
ll/M  noA  jeaq  /  //  pue 
I  japuoM  //  noA  oao /  auu 

JEFF  ROSENSTEIN 


c.w.  arnold 


At  the  Dunes 

At  the  dunes 
Just  before  sunrise 
A  lost  lonely  moon 
Almost  beyond  us  now 
The  first  rose-glow 

An  ever  widening  circle  of  morning  light — 

Contours  of  the  dunes  emerging 

Stretching  before  us 

Folding  and  unfolding 

Impassively  minding 

The  truths 

We  seek. 

E.  JORDAN 


The  dancing,  flickering 
Candle  flame: 
heat-crazed  molecules 
Insane. 

Wine  refractions 
Through  the  glass, 

Mind’s  eye  illusions 
Bequile,  entrance. 

Wine  filtered  candle  light, 

Golden  Rhone-red  fiery  hues, 
Illuminates  love-seared  lips, 

Stained  a  shade  of  blue. 

Sigs  of  grape-fermented  liquids 
Re-kindle  passions  glow, 

Briefly  warm  a  chilled  heart 
And  blood  that  runs  ice  cold. 

Needs,  wants, 

Hopes  and  fears, 

Longing  through 
Haunted  years. 

Love  found, 

Love  lost, 

What’s  the  price? 

What’s  the  cost? 

Can  we  measure 
Hurting  hearting, 

Bodies  racked 
and  torn  apart? 

Volatile  spirits 

Climb  a  wine  glass  wall, 

Reach  (but)  so  high, 

Condense  and  fall. 

Shadows  outline  constricting  gloom, 
The  blackened  wick 
Burns  to  its  doom. 

The  dancing  flickering, 

Candle  flame 
Consumes  the  wax, 

Grows  old  and  wanes 

Two  voices 
Love  once  ruled, 

Too  soon  turned 
Hateful,  mean  and  cruel. 

The  candle’s  out. 

All  that  remains 

Is  an  ember  memory  of  the  flame. 


JOSEPH  A.  TEAGUE 


A  mist  is  on  the  moon 
tonight. 

Contracting  frost  disturbs 
the  quiet. 

Low  we  hear  the  slow,  slow 
Passing  of  the  years, 

That  we  find  have  come  and 
left  us  far  behind. 

What  we  once  were,  thought 
we  were, 

Or  wished  that  we  had 
been. 


rich  hackel 


A  dreaded  age  has  come  to  pass. 

All  our  dreams  are  shattered  glass. 
Pieces  of  a  youthful  consciousness 
Too  brittle  to  withstand  time’s 
tempering. 

JOSEPH  A.  TEAGUE 
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for  victor  jara 

bastards 

you  are  no  poets 
you  cannot  sing 
or  know  what  song  is 
bastards 
I  must  love  you 
and  care  for  you 
homeless  and  afraid 
in  the  empty  bones 
of  yourselves 

I  will  teach  you 
what  beauty  is 
bastards 

somehow  conceived 
and  try  to  show  you 
what  al oneness  can  do 
in  a  vacant  world 

you  crushed  my  hands 

my  fingers 

into  little  sacks 

of  flesh 

then  killed  me 

who  is  it 

that  is  screaming? 

do  hammers 
scream  like  that 
in  the  dull-down  air? 

here 

let  me  hold  you 
guitars  and  fingers 
of  song’s  spirit 
frighten  you 

I  will  love  you 
must  love  you 
through  death  such  as  this 

CHARLES  TINKHAM 


gary  scheidt 


FOR  CHUCK,  DEAD  AT  20 

empty  i  pace  the  fallow  acres 
the  last  3  days  of  the  year, 
the  field  remembers  corn  in  ’68. 
i  remember  an  overstuffed  chair 
upstairs  in  montmorenci 
where  we  sat  that  first  night 
reading  about  yeast  rolls 
and  drinking  wine. 

i  flush  some  mourning  doves, 
it’s  said  they  always  travel  in  threes 
but  no  one  can  tell  me  why. 

PATRICIA  KOWALSKI 
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XXVII 


QUESTIONS 


The  carnations  standing 

cross-legged  in  the  glass  vase 
never  once  wishing 

to  be  the  nose  that  smells  them 

WILLIAM  J.  GOODMAN 

Sadness, 

cushioned  on  music 
seems  not  so  harsh. 

So  I  fill  the  room 
with  warm  sounds, 

that  I  may  slip  between  the  silken  sheets 
of  its  song. 

and  dream  away  my  reality. 

LOUISA  HURT 


Crime  doesn’t  pay 
Isn’t  that  what  they  say? 

the  old,  old  man  sighed 
Then  who  would  bother 
To  come  here  today 
and  take  the  things  I  prized? 

An  ancient  radio  set 

Brought  home  from  the  War 

A  painting  of  Paris  in  Spring 

My  maple  rocker 

With  cushions  so  worn 

Now  who  would  want  that  old  thing? 

Sadly,  slowly,  he  looked  ’round 
Eyes  longing  for  remembered  things 
While  the  kids  next  door 
Took  turns  throwing  darts 
At  a  painting  of  Paris  in  Spring. 


ROBERTA  SNIEGOCKI 


c.w.  arnold 
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ON  BEING  ACCUSED  OF  FIDELITY 


the  answer 


The  back  door 
Hasn’t  been  used 
In  two  years. 

For  two  winters, 

Snow  has  fallen 
On  the  backyard 
Like  virgin’s  breath, 

And  now  someone 
Has  been  checking 
For  footprints. 

Calculating  the  intensity 
Of  blizzards, 

The  age  of  mud 
On  the  kitchen  floor, 

The  finding  is  only 

One’s  own  exclamation  marks 

Trailing  behind. 

A  surprise  indeed, 

When  contempt  is  tracked 

On  the  carpet 

Like  the  worst  of  winters. 

DEBBIE  SMULSKI 


I  walk  lonely  the  halls. 
From  side  to  side,  brick 
to  brick. 

I  find  nothing,  what  I 
expected  to  find. 

And  continue  walking. 

M.A.B. 


i  stand  in 
doorway  205 
timothy  walks  up 
i  say 

what  do  you  say 
he  nods  his  head 
shrugs  his  shoulders 
and  laughs 

by  Christ 
i  think 
he  s  right 

THE  BARON 


37 


Broomstraw  Days 


Those  were  the  days  of  broomstraw,  of  sweeping 
Wide  and  free  through  fields  blonde  with  sun, 

Sucking  musky  mead  from  honey  trumpets,  creeping 
With  pretended  caution  through  rabbit  runs 
Of  berryvine  to  taste  the  scratch-red  blood 
Of  fruit  hanging  warm  beyond  our  reach. 

Those  were  the  days  of  broomstraw,  of  ranging 
Deep  into  forests  filled  with  leaf-light, 

Crunching  the  acid  meat  of  raw  chestnuts,  dangling 
From  supple  saplings  that  sprang  suddenly  upright, 
Free  from  restraint,  feeling  the  fiery  sting 
Of  the  skin-burned  wounds  of  vanquished  conquerors. 

Those  were  the  days  of  broomstraw,  of  moving 
Through  the  water-light  of  swamps  in  single  file, 
Drenching  fear  with  tales  of  daring,  fooling 
Ourselves,  being  brave  and  able  while 
Watching  for  the  senuous  curve  of  a  cross-hatched 
Snake  to  draw  the  wiggle  of  defeat  along  our  spines. 

Those  were  the  days  of  broomstraw,  vestiges  of  fun, 
Laughter  melting  in  the  heat  of  young  thirsty  throats, 
Sworn  lieges  to  the  lord  of  summer,  forced  to  bend 
With  the  autumn  wind  and  retreat  from  the  field 
Of  battle,  leaving  barren  stalks  behind. 


LINDA  PRESTON 


1976  Sigrid  Stark 
Award  Winner 
1st  Place 
Poetry 


Dream  in  a  College  Classroom 


I  can  fly! 

Great  soaring  mind-leaps 
Away  .  .  . 

Away  from  this  concrete  ship 
Foundered  on  flat  prairie, 

Out  .  .  . 

Out  through  porthole  slits 
On  book-leaved  wings. 

Freed  by  poker-hot  Chaucerian  gusts 
That  melt  pedantic  fetters,  thrust 
Me  into  the  grip  of  tale-winds 
That  hold  tight,  force  me  to  flight, 

I  fly. 

Seized  by  own  Mephistopheles, 

I  soar  with  Faustian  greed,  perch 
Covetously  among  the  leaves  of  Arden’s 
Forests,  pick  buttercups  from  sonnets. 

Gliding  on  thought-winds,  tossed  by  tempests, 
Through  “noisome  night  and  northern  wind,”' 
“In  the  teeth  of  the  hard  glad  weather, 

In  the  blown  wet  face  of  the  sea, ’’2 
I  fly,  backward,  forward,  dare 
Conradian  gales,  Lilliputian  spears, 

Challenge  Addison  and  Steele,  rejoice 
In  fields  of  yellow  daffodils,  and  crash— 
Bent-winged,  sun-scorched,  anchor-weighed, 
Wings  clipped  by  professors  securing  their  ship. 
But  I  have  flown 

“In  a  somer  season  whan  soft  was  the  sonne 
And  I  have  known 

“The  wedded  turtel,  with  his  harte  trewe, 

The  pecok,  with  his  aungels  fethres  brighte.’’  4 
I  have  seen 

“The  stones  clear  as  stars  in  frosty  night,’’  & 
And  heard  “the  glee  of  the  loud  hills 
Shak  ( ing )  with  its  mountain  mirth.’’  6 


Fluttering  forth  on  halting  iambic  pentameters, 
Feathers  growing,  bent  wings  slowly  healing, 

I  shun  the  hood  of  the  tame  bird, 

Reject  the  padded  perch  of  soft-gloved  hand, 
For  I  have  known  the  hawk’s  free  flight 
And  glided  on  the  wind. 

I  can  fly! 

Great  soaring  mindleaps 
Away  .  .  . 

Away  from  this  concrete  ship 
Foundered  on  flat  prairie, 

I  can  fly. 

1  Beowulf 

2 

Swinburne,  “A  Song  in  Time  of  Order” 

3 

Langland,  ‘‘Piers  Plowman” 

4 

Chaucer,  ‘‘Parlement  of  Fowles” 

5 

William  Dunbar,  ‘‘The  Golden  Targe” 

6Byron,  ‘ ‘Chi Ide  Harold” 

LINDA  PRESTON 


1976  Sigrid  Stark 
Award  Winner 
1st  Place 
Poetry 
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carol  garcia 


1 


BEFORE 

I  must  go  home 
before  dark 
Before  the  mist 
Envelopes  me. 

I  must  leave 
Before  shadows  float 
To  disturb 
The  sharp  images, 

And  awareness 
Dims. 

Before  the  hibernating 
Inner  wild  one 
Is  awakened. 

Before 
I  become 
Too  much  less. 

SUZANNE  SCHOENFELT 


SECOND  CHOICE 

Some  things  last 
forever. 

Some  things  not  that  long. 

If  you  wish  to  dwell  on  the  latter 

Think  you 
on  the  moon. 

It  swims  through  the 
solar  year 

Tapping  our  shoulders 
with  fingers  of  light. 

It  weeps  as  it  sings 
through  dark  evening  air: 

“Think  you “ 

“on  the  moon.” 

We  grip  motion: 
a  flag  in  a  gale. 

We  cower  before  the  still: 
a  leaf  on  the  ice. 

We  crave  light  and  covet  the  sun. 

Think  you 
on  the  moon. 

Our  eyes  will  last  a  single  age 

And  being  young 
can’t  behold  a  star. 

The  night  provides 
the  second  choice 

So,  think  you 
on  the  moon. 

DAVID  PORTER 

DANCING  WITH  A  FRIEND 

One  night, 

One  candle, 

When  the  fingers 
Of  the  room 
Touched  us  in  shadow, 

And  you  half-smiled 
Like  the  man  in  the  moon 
It  was  then 
I  learned 
Of  symmetry 


I  worship 
With  the  lunatics: 

My  life 

In  a  folded  leaf 

Travelling  the  night  rivers. 

Identical  skies  above  and  below, 

Floating  with  Orpheus 

Down  to  the  sea 

I  have  missed  you 

Like  an  image  of  Trinity 


Blood  in  the  sun, 

Bone  in  the  moon, 

Siamese  twins 
Between  heaven  and  earth; 
We  are  connected 
Where  our  hands 
Meet  the  mirror 

DEBBIE  SMULSKI 
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ive  followed  the  paths  of  all  the  wise  men 
read  all  their  books  the  mystic  and  mad 
your  sculptured  columns  of  colossal  stone 
faces  on  islands  who  stare  seaward  alone 
search  all  of  the  heavens  for  eons  untold 
give  more  keys  to  the  doors  of  ages  ago 

ive  traveled  to  tropical  rain  forests  where 

the  trees  are  your  home 

where  wizards  of  the  Amazon  roam 

the  visions  of  life  are  found  in  a  vine 

life  and  your  death  are  but  visions  in  the  mind 


ive  crawled  in  the  future  forgotten  about  time 
inspired  by  visions  of  wisdomless  truth 
eaten  mushrooms  meant  for  the  gods 
seen  learys  white  light  and  baba  ram  dass 

ive  heard  speeches  of  brotherhood  and  love 
seen  lasers  make  holograms  of  flawless  beauty 
and  guide  the  bombs  to  Vietnam  cities 
from  your  grand  churches  cut  from  miles  of  stone 
to  your  back  alley  sinners  who  pray  all  alone 
now  i  speak  softly  speak  all  alone 
blind  eyes  of  the  ages  cant  harden  my  soul 
questions  of  wonder  echo  the  truth 
computer  punch  cards  numbers  and  wholes 
answer  no  questions  only  form  molds 

URBAN  A.  KEILMAN 


c.w.  arnold 


THE  FORM 


UNDER  THE  CELLAR  DOOR  A 

S 


Someone 

Was  calling  my  name 
From  under 
The  cellar  door 

And  louder  each  time, 

Thinking  I  did  not  hear 
The  first  whisper 
That  croaked  dustballs 
From  the  throats 
Of  the  dead.  .  . 

The  monks 
And  the  whores 
Have  fled 
A  century  ago. 

Their  skulls  have  piled  together 
Like  an  Apache  threat 

And  behind, 

Thyestes  dined 
With  brother  Atreus 
While  Cerberus 
Licked  the  wound 
Of  Hercules 


Someone 

Was  calling  my  name 
From  under 
The  cellar  door 


They  want  me 
To  come  down 


DEBBIE  SMULSKI 
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AS  THE  PUZZLE  ITSELF 
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TO  LET  ME  IN 
I 

D  H 

S  A 

V 
E 


a  gentleman  i  once  knew 


N 

O 


this  is  the  gentleman  i  once  knew: 

conservative  as  a  bowler 
firm  as  a  hatrack 
respectable  as  a  bowtie 

in  an  old  tuxedo  way, 

stern  as  a  hickory  walking  cane 
adaptable  as  his  black  umbrella 
dependable  as  his  shoe  shine 

in  a  polished  sort  of  way. 


this  is  the  gentleman 
that  i  once  knew. 

but  yesterday 
the  newspaper 

he  used  to  carry  it  under  his  arm 

carried  him 

in  the  familiar  black  and  white. 

KEITH  BROWN 


S 

Y 
N 

o 

AND 

Y 
M 


S 

O 

I  MADE  YOU  CHEAT 
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T 


DEBBIE  SMULSKI 
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WISDOM 


The  rhymes  and  measures  of  a  measured  youth 
Do  not  speak  of  age  forbearing 
The  cloaks  and  treasures  of  the  truth 
Are  sought  for  their  own  wearing 
Lines  of  love  from  pain  derive 
The  soul  is  shocked  and  brazen 
The  pious  then  begin  to  live 
From  their  cathedral  shaken 
The  best  intentions  often  rent 
Give  lease  to  understanding 
Knowledge  is  incipient 
Nature  is  demanding 

Then  let  the  world  display  its  swill 
Let  wisdom  come  at  its  own  will 

L.  WAYNE  SMITH 

A  SIMPLE  REALITY 

My  dog’s  small  grey  stuffed  animal 
Is  sitting  on  her  scarlet  pillow. 

It  lies  there 

Dreaming  its  stuffed  dreams. 

A  simple  reality  has  it  in  clenched  hand. 

Small  grey  stuffed  animal 
Doesn’t  see  my  dog 
Doesn’t  feel  the  pillow 

And  doesn’t  know  its  own 
Stuffed  dreams 
Are  true. 

DAVID  B.  PORTER 


WATER  IN  THE  CREEK 
FLOWS  ON  AND  ON  AND  ON.  IT 
DOESN’T  STOP  FOR  ME. 


PRAVINA  SOMANI 


andrija  boljevic 


HAIKU 


Each  day  has  its  dawn 
A  spectacle  of  spectrums 
A  prism  for  your  eyes 

TINA  STIRLING 


PROMISE  OF  PEACE 


You  know  how  it  is; 
innocent  children 
love  birds 

and  balloons,  thinking  someday 
they  too  will  be  able  to  fly. 


EAT 


Under  the  August  sun  of  Hiroshima 
before  the  soaring  cenotaph  —  memorial  to  peace— 
she  stood  straight  as  her  bent  back  would  permit, 
praying  hands  lifted  to  her  chanting  lips. 

Then  wiping  her  eyes 

as  if  to  erase  that  shadow  embedded  in  the  stone  step, 
as  if  to  forget  once  more  the  row  of  sake  bottles, 
reshaped  into  sauce  dishes, 

as  if  to  shut  out  forever  those  haunting  cries  of  “Help!” 
she  became  aware  of  a  group  of  second  graders 
under  the  shade  of  the  willow  trees 
making  watercolor  sketches, 
whispering.  .  . 
smiling. 

KIYO  MORI 
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Flowering  yellow  buttercups 
dripping  down  a  pancake  hill, 
topped  with  nectar  syrup, 
warmed  in  the  toaster  sun 
is  as  heavenly  as  anything 
the  gods  ever  breakfasted  on. 

EAT 


gary  scheidt 


Up  at  seven 
Isn’t  heaven, 

Thick  beard 
Look  weird, 

Shave  face 
Fast  pace. 

Get  dressed, 

Very  depressed, 
Button  missing 
Start  hissing, 

Hole  in  stocking 
Very  shocking, 
Necktie  spotted 
Tightly  knotted, 

Coat  torn 
Felt  forlorn, 

Hat  faded 
Looked  outdated. 
Rushed  to  door 
Slipped  on  floor, 
Trouser  rips, 

Bruised  hips, 

Clothes  messed 
Felt  harrassed, 
Mirror  reflection 
Needed  correction, 
Took  off  clothes 
From  head  to  toes, 
Nursed  wounds 
With  painful  croons, 
IT’S  NOT  A  LIFE 
WITHOUT  A  WIFE! 

ROSE  K.  JACOBSON 


laughing  smiling 
the  hubbard  street  derelict 
passed  by 
my  cultural  corpse 
lying  in  the  labyrinths 
neitzches  nothingness 
surrounded  by  the  absurdity 
of  reality 

thinking  how  much  a 
tibetan  monk  would  like 
chicagos  weather 
as  the  wind  carried  the 
present  on  and  on 
even  further  into 
a  timeless  void 
my  thoughts  contained 
a  surrealistic  vacuum 
his  zigzag  trail  told 
the  traveler  the  way 
to  a  merry  place  with 
neon  signs  flashing 
open  till  dawn 

URBAN  A.  KEILMAN 


to  laura 


The  crackling  voice 

Along  my  spine 

A  rasp  along  glass. 
The  half-lit  eyes 


grates 

like 


Through  binoculared  lenses. 
The  bulging  cheeks 

Weighing  you  down  as  you 


peer 


hang, 

sit 


With  glasses  stuck 


low 

On  your  oily,  crooked  nose. 

You  croak  your  ignorant  thoughts 
And  make  your  obese  presence  known. 
You  pour  out  your  brains 
Like  water  out  of  a  boot; 

Like  a  worn  out  Siren 


gary  scheidt 


Wailing, 


To  a  deserted  ship. 

Have  you  ever  considered  a  voice-ectomy? 


JOAN  MITCHELL 
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COME  ZEPHYR 

The  quickening  begins. 

Time  ancient  stirring 
Within  the  earth  womb. 

Storm  stirred  birth  pains 
Shake  sky  and  ground. 

Then  deliver  us 
For  we  have  sinned. 

Come  West  Wind 

As  out  of  the  monster’s  mouth 

Spring  is  born. 

MARILYN  RIGGLE 


a  special  thanks  to  these  concerned  people  . 
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Wat  land’s  Camera  Co.  Woodmar  Shopping  Center 

Hammond 


Compliments  of  a  supporter  of  Skylark 


Charles  Tinkham 
Steve  Pauley 
Eulah  Houchin 
Lee  Perron 

Thom  Mean  Shoe  Store 

Milan  Dakich 

Anne  Mickles 

John  Carlisle 

Shirley  Staton 
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